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RURAL SPORTS. 
A 
GEORGIC: 
To Mt POPE 


—— Securit Prelia ruris 


Pandimus. Nemefian. 


RURAL SPORTS. 
G. EB. 0 R Gg I 2 
To Mr POPE 


mOU;, who the frees Of rural life have 
known, . 

Defpife th’ ungrateful hurry of the town ; 

Inn “lor groves your eafie hours em- 
ploy, - 

And, undifturh'd, your {elf and Mute enjoy. 

Thames iftens to thy ftrains, and filent fows, = 5 

‘And pe nude wind throggh ruftling ofiers blows, 

While all his wond'sing Nymphs around thee throng, 

To near ‘tne Sprens warble in thy fong. — | 

. B 2 But 


' 
\ 
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4 RURAL SPORTS. — 
But I, who ne'er was blefs'd by Fortune's hand, - 
Nor brighten’d plough-fhares in paternal land, 10 
Long in ‘the noifie town have been immur'd, | 

Refpir'd its {moak, and all its cares endurd, 


_ Where news and politicks divide mankind, 


And {chemes of ftate involve th’ uneafie mind; 
Factton embroils the world; and ev'ry tongue 15 | 
Is mov'd by flatt’ry, or with fcandal hung: 
Friendfhip, for fylvan fhades, the palace flies, ~ 
Where all muft yield to int’reft’s dearer ties ; 
Each rival Machiavel with envy burns, oo 
And honefty forfakes them all byturs; = 20 | 
While calumny upon each party’s thrown, 
Which both promote, and both alike difown. 
Fatigu’d at laft; a calm retreat I chofe, 

And footh’d my harrafs'd mind with {weet repofe, 
Where fields, and fhades, and the reftefhing clime, _ 
Inf{pire the fylvan fong, an@ prompt my rhime. 26 
My mufe fhall rove through flow’ry meads and _plains, . 
And. deck with Rural Sports her. native ftrains,. 
And 


h 
' 
| 
| 


RURAL SPORTS. 

And the fame road ambitioufly purfue, _ 
Frequented by the Mantuan fwainp and you. 30 

‘Tis not that rural {ports alone invite, 
But all the grateful country breaths delight; 
Here blooming health exerts her gentle reign, | 
And ftrings the finews. of th’ induftrious fwain. 
Soon as the morning lark falutes the day, 
Through dewy fields I take my frequent way, : 
Where I behold the farmer's early care, 
In the revolvfhig labours of the year. | 

When the frefh : {pring i in all her ftate is crown’d, 
And high luxuriant grafs o’er{preads the ground, 40 
The lab’rer with the bending {cythe is een, 
Shaving the furface of the waving green, 
Of all her native pride difrobes the land, 
And meads lays wafte before his {weeping hand: 
While with the mounting fun the meadow glows, 45 
The fading herbage round he loofely throws ; 
But if fome fign portend a lafting fhow’r, | 
Thexperienc’d {wain.forefees the coming hour, 


‘His 


35. 
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6 RURAL SPORTS. 
His fun-burnt hands the {catt’ring, fork forfake, 


- And ruddy damfels ply.the faving rakes “= $0 


In rifing hills the fragrant harveft grows, 
And f{preads' along the field -in:equal rows. 

Now when the height of heav'n bright Phebus gains, 
And level rays cleavé wide the thirty plains, — 


| When heifers feck the fade add cooling lake, $5 


And in the middle path-way basks the {nakes 
O lead me, guard me from the faltry hours, 
Hide me, ye forefts, in your clofeft bowers: - 


Where che tall oak his fpréading anms eatwines, 


And with the beech a mutual fhade combines; 60 


Where flows. the. munn’ring brook, inviting deeams, 


Where bord’rmg hazle overhangs the ftreams 
Whofe rolling ciirtent winding round and round, 
With frequemt falls makes all the wood refound s. 


‘(Jpon the moffy couch my imbsd cat, = 6 


And ev'n ‘at noon the fweats of ev'mang ttafhe. 
Cc - | i 9 ‘ - r Be as 
Here I perufe the Mantuam's Georgie ttrauns, 
And:tearn:the labours of Aahiaa tevains 5 


RURAL SPORTS. 7 

In ev'ry page 1 fee new-land{chapes rile, - 
And all Hefperis. opens ‘to my eyes. = OD 
I wander-o’er the various. rural toil, | 
And know. the nature of each difference foal: 
This waving field. is gilded o'er with-oorn, 
That {preading trees. with bluthing fruic adom: ¥ a ox. 
Here I Survey the purple vintage igrow,- 7S; 
Climb round the poles, and rife in graceful row 
Now I ‘behald ithe feed curvet and bound, ~ 
And paw with relief ‘hoof the {moaking ground : 
The dewlap’d bull now chafes slang. the plain, 
While burning love ‘ferments in-ev'ty veins . 3 
His well-arm’d. front againft his rival aims, | 
And by the-dint of war his miftrefs: claims: 
The careful infec ’midift his. works I view, 
Now fromthe flow’rs exhault the fragrant dew; — 
With golden treafures load: his ‘little thighs, 
And fteer his diftant journey through the skies; - 
Some again{t.hoftile drones the hive. defend; ——-’ 
Others ‘with . fyweets the waxen.cells:diftend: 7 

so | Each | 


/ 


8 RURAL SPORTS. 

Each in the toil’ his deftin'd office bears, | 

And in the little bulk a mighty foul appears’ =. 90 
Or when the ploughman leaves the task of day, 

And trudging homeward whiftles on the way; — 

When the big-udder’d cows with patience ftand, 

Waiting the ftroakings of the damfel’s hand; _ 

No warbling cheats the woods} the feather'd choir 95 

To court kind flumbers to their {prays retire ; 

When no tude gale difturbs the Nleeping trees, 

Nor afpen leaves confefs the gentlett breeze ; | 

Engag’d in thought, to Neptune’s bounds I =e | 

To take my farewel of the parting day; 100 

Far inthe deep the fun his glory hides, 

A ftreak of gold the {ea and: sky divides ; 

The purple clouds their amber linings fhow, 

And edg’d with flame’ rolls ev'ry wave below: 

Here penfive I behold the fading light, §  - 105 
And o’er the diftant billow lofe my. fight, | 
Now night in filent {tate begins: to rife, 
And twinkling orbs beftrow th’ uncloudy skies; 
| Her 


RURAL SPORTS. 9 
Her borrow’d luftre growing Cynthia lends, 
And on the main a glitt’ring path extends; 110 
Millions of worlds hang in the {pacious air, | 
Which round their funs their annual circles fteer. 
Sweet contemplation elevates my fenfe, 
While I furvey the works of providence. 
O could the mufe in loftier ftrains rehearfe, IIS 
The glorious author of the univerfe, | 
Who reins the winds, gives the vaft ocean bounds, 
And circumfcribes the floating worlds their rounds, 
My foul fhould overflow in fongs of praife, 
And my Creator's name infpire my lays! 120 
As in fucceffive courfe the feafons roll, | 
So circling pleafures recreate the foul. | 
When genial {pring a living warmth beftows, © 
And o'er the year her verdant mantle throws, 
No {welling inundation hides the grounds,  — 125 
But cryftal currents glide within their bounds; | 
The finny brood their wonted haunts forfake, 
Float in the fun, and skim along the lake, . 
| | Cc | With 


Where ev'ry gueft applauds his skilful band. 


10 RURAL SPORTS, 
With frequent leap they range the fhallow reams, 
Their filver coats refed the dagling beams,  —.130 


Now let the fifherman his tails prepare, 
And arm hjmfelf with ev'ry watry fnaros 
His hooks, his lines perufe with carcful eye, 
Encreafe his tackle, and his rod retye. 

When floating clouds their fpangy fleeces drain, 
Troubling the ftreams with fwift-defcending rain, 134 
And waters, tumbling down the mountain's fide, 

Bear the loafe foil into the {walling tide ; 

Then, foon as vernal gales hegin ta rife, 

And drive the liquid burthea through the skies, | 
The fifher to the neighb’ring current {peeds, . 340 


~ Whofe rapid furface purles, unknown to weeds ; 


Upon a rifing border of the brook 

He fits him down, and ties the treach'r rous hook; 
Now expectation chears his eager thought, 

His bofom glows with treafures yet uncaught, 145 
Before his eyes a banquet feems to ftand, 


RURAL SPORTS. i 

Far up the ftream the twifted hair he throws, | 
Which down the murm’ring current gently flows + 150 
When if or chance 6¢ hunget’s pow’rful {way 
Directs the rovitig trout this fatal way, _ 

He greedily fucks in thé twining bait, 

And tugs and nibbles the fallacious mieat : 

Now, happy fithettian, now twitch the Hine! ts 
How thy rod bends! behold, the prize is thine! 
Caft on the bank, he dits with gafping pains, 

And trickling blood his filver maif diftains. 

You muff not ev'ry worn ptomiifeuoas ufe, 
Judgment will tell thee ptoper bait to chufe ; 160 
- The worn that draws a long immod'rate ize 
The trout abhors, atid the rank morfel flies | 
And if too {mall, the naked frauds in fi ght, 

And fear fotbids, while himget does invite. 

Thofe baits will beft reward! the fifher’s: pains, 465 | 

Whofe polifh’d tails'a thinihg yellow flaing: 

Cleanfe them front filth, to: givé a teihprinig glofs, 

cee the fully’d’ reptile race with mofs ; po 
C2, . Amid 
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2, RURAL SPORTS. 

Amid the verdant bed they twine, they toil, ....— 

And from their bodies wipe their native Soil.” * 170 
But when the fun difplays his glorious beams, . 

And {hallow rivers flow with filver ftreams, 

Then the deceit the {caly breed furvey, 

Bask in the fun, and look into the day. 

You now a more delufive art muft try, 175 

And tempt their hunger. with the curious fly. 
To frame the little animal, provide — | 

Allthe gay hues that wait on female pride, 

Let nature guide thee; fometimes golden wire 

The fhining bellies of the fly requires) 180° 

The peacock’s plumes thy tackle muft not fail, ... 

Nor the dear purchafe of the fable’s tail. | 

Each gaudy bird fome {lender tribute brings, 

And lends the growing infect proper wings : 

Silks of all colours muft their aid impart; =. —-185 

And ev'ry fur promote the fifher’s art. - 


So the gay lady, with expenfive care, 


Borrows the pride of land, of fea, and air ; 


Furs, ; 
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Furs, pearls, and plumes, the glittering thing difplays, 
Dazles our eyes, and eafie hearts betrays. 190. 

Mark well the various feafons of the year, 
How the fucceeding infe& race appear ;. 
In this revolving moon one colour reigns, 
Which in the next the fickle trout difdains.. 
Oft’ have I feen a skilful angler try 95 
The various colours of the treach’rous fly; 
When he with fruitlefs pain hath skim’d the brook;, © 
And the coy fifh rejects the skipping hook, - 
He fhakes the boughs that on the margin grow,,. 
Which o’er the ftream a waving forreft throws 200 
~ When if an infe& fall, (his certain guide) 
He gently takes him from the whirling tide ; 
Examines well his form with ‘curious eyes, 
His gaudy veft, his wings, :his horns and fize.. 
Then round his hook the chofen fur he winds; 205: 
And on the back a {peckled feather binds, 
So juft the colours fhine through ev'ry part,, 
That nature feems to live agam in‘art. | 


Eet 


Plunge on the hook, and flare an equaf fate. 
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Let not thy wary ftep advance too near, 


While all thy hope hangs on a fingle hatr; 216 


The new-form’d infec on the water moves, 

The f{peckled trout the curious fnare approves ; 

Upon the curling furface let it glide, 

With nat’ral motion from thy hand fupply’d, 

Againft the ftregm now let it gently play, ats 


_ Now in the rapid eddy roll away. 


The fcaly fhoals float by, and feis’d with feat 
Behold their fellows to in thinner air; 
But foon they leap, and’ catch the frimmting baie, - 


220 


When a brisk gale againft the current blows, 
And all the waery plain in wrinkles flows, 
Then let the fifherman: his‘art repeat, 
W here bubbling eddys favouc the deceit. 
If an enormous. falmon: charice to fpy 225 


The wanton. errors of the floating fly, 

He lifts his filver gills above the Hood, | 

And greedily fucks in. th’ unfaittiful food; 

oe | Then 
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Then downward plunges with the fraudful prey, 
And bears with joy the little {poil away, 230. 
~ Soon in {mart pain he feels the dire miftake, 
Lafhes the wave, and beats the foamy lake, — 
With fudden rage he now aloft appears, 
And in his eye conyulfive anguifh bears ; 
And now again, impatient of the wound, 235 
He rolls and wreaths his fhining body round; 
Then headlong fhoots beneath the dafhing tide, 
The trembling fins the boiling wave divide; 
Now hope exalts the fifher’s beating heart, 
Now he turns pale, and fears his dubious art; 240 
He views the tumbling Fish with longing eyes, 
While the line ftretches with th’ unwieldy prize; 
Fach motion humours with his fteady hands, . 
And one flight hair the mighty bulk commands; 
Till tir'd at laft, defpoil’d of all his ftrength, 245 
The game athwart the ftream unfolds. his Iength. — 
He now, with pleafure, views the gafping prize © 
Gnath his fharp teeth, and roll his blood-fhot eyes; 

Then 
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Then draws him to the fhore, with artful care, 
And lifts his noftrils in the fick’ning air: 250 


‘Upon the burthen’d ftream he floating lies, 


Stretches his quivering fins, and gafping dies. 
Would you preferve a num’rous finny race? 
‘Let your fierce dogs the rav’nous otter chafe ; 
Th’.amphibious monfter ranges all the fhores, . 255 
Darts through the waves, and ev'ry haunt explores: 
‘Or let the gin his roving fteps betray, 
And fave from hoftile jaws the {caly prey. 
I never wander where the bord’ring reeds 
O’erlook the muddy ftream, whofe tangling weeds 
Perplex the fifher; I, nor chufe to bear 261 
The thievifh nightly net, nor barbed {pear ; 
Nor drain I ponds the golden carp to take, 
Nor trowle for pikes, difpeoplers of the lake. 
Around the fteel no tortur’'d worm fhall twine, —- 265 
No blood of living infe& ftain my line; — | 
Let me lefs cruel caft the feather’d hook, 
With pliant rod atnwart the pebbled brook, 
‘Silent 
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Silent along the mazy margin ftray, Dy 
And with the fur-wrought fly delude the prey, - 270 — 


CANTO IL 


OW, {porting Mufe, draw in the flowing reins, 
Leave the clear ftreams awhile for funny plains. 
Should you the various arms and toils rehearfe, | 
And all the fifherman adorn thy verfe ; 
Should you the wide-encitcling net difplay, —_ 275 
And in its {pacious arch enclofe the fea, 7 
Then haul the plunging load upon the land, 
And with the foale and turbet hide the fand; 
It would extend the growing theme too long, -—™ 
And tire the reader with the watry fong. 280 
Let the Keen hunter from the chafe refrain, 
Nor render all the plowman’s labour vain - 
When Cerés pours out plenty from her horn, 
And cloaths the fields with golden ears of corn, 
D | Now, 
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Now, now, ye reapers, to your task repair, 285 
Hafte, fave the produé of the bounteous year: 
To the wide-gathering hook long furrows yield, 
And rifing {heaves extend through all the field. 
Yet if for filvan {port thy bofom glow, 
Let thy fleet greyhound urge his flying foe. 290 


| With what delight the rapid courfe I view! 


How does my eye the circling race purfue! 
He {naps deceitful air with empty jaws, 


The futtle hare darts {wift beneath his paws; 


She flys, he ftretches, now with nimble bound ~ 2935 

Eager he preffes on, but overfhoots his ground ; 

She turns, he winds, and foon regains the way, 

Then tears with goary mouth the {creaming prey. 

What various fport does rural life afford! 

W hat unbought dainties heap the wholefome board ! 
Nor lefs the {paniel, skilful to betray, 301 

Rewards the fowler with the feather’d prey... | 

Soon as the lab’ring horfe with {welling veins, 

Hath fafely hous’d the farmer’s doubtful gains, . | 

oo , 3 To 
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To {weet repaft th’ unwary partridge flies, 305 
With joy amid the {catter'd harveft lies; 
Wandring in plenty, danger he forgets, 
Nor dreads the flav’ry 4 
The fubtle dog fcowrs With fagacious nofe 


f entangling nets. 


Along the field, and {nuffs each breeze that blows, 310, 
Againft the wind he takes his prudent way, 
While the ftrong gale directs him to the prey; 
Now the warm {cent affures the covey near, 
He treads with caution, and he points with fear; 
Then (left fome fentry fowl the fraud defcry, 315 
And bid his fellows from the danger fly) - 
Clofeto.the ground in expectation lies, - 
Till in the {nare the flutt’ring covey rife. 
Soon as the blufhing light begins to f{pread, 
And glancing Phebus gilds the mountain’s head, 320. 
His early flight th’ ill-fated partridge takes,  . 
And quits the friendly {helter of the brakes: 
Or when the fun cafts a declining ray, | 
And drives his chariot down the weftern way, 

D2 Let 
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Let your obfequious ranger fearch around, + 325 
Where yellow ftubble withets on the pounds | 
Nor will the roving {py direct in vain, oe 
But numerous coveys gratifie thy | pain.” 
When the meridian fun contraéts the fhade, | 
And frisking heifers feek the cooling glade; 330 
Or when the country floats with fudden rains,: _ 
Or driving mifts deface the moift’ned plains; _ 
In vain his toils th’ unskilful fowler tries, 
While in thick woods the feeding partridge lies. 

Nor muft the {porting verfe the un forbear, 335 
But what’s the fowler’s be the mufe’s care. | | 
See how the well-taught pointer leads the Way: 
The fcent grows warm; he ftops; he {prings the preys 
The flutt’ring coveys from the ftubble rife, | 
And on {wift wing divide the founding skies-; 340 
The {catt’ring lead purfues the certainfight, = 
And death in thunder overtakes their fight. = 
Cool breathes the morning air, and winter's hand 
Spreads wide her hoary mantle o’er the land; 

| Now 
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Now to the copfe thy leffer {paniel take, _ (345 

Teach him to range the ditch and force the brake ; 

Not clofeft coverts can protect the game: 

Hark! the dog opens; take thy certain aim ; 

The woodeock flutters; how he wav’ring flies! 

The wood refounds: he wheels, he drops, he dies, 
The tow’ring hawk let future poets fing, 350 

Who terror bears upon his foaring wing: 

Let them on high the frighted hern furvey, 

And lofty numbers paint their airy fray. 

Nor fhall the mounting lark the mufe detain,. 

‘That greets the morning with his early ftrain;. . 355 

When, midtft his fong, the twinkling glafs betrays sou 

While from each angle flafh the glancing rays, = $ 

And in the fun the tranfient colours blaze, | | 

Pride lures the little warbler from the skies: 

The light-enamour’d bird deluded dies. — 360 
But ftill the chafe, a pleafing task, remains ; 

The hound muft open in thefe rural ftrains, 

Soon as Aurora drives away the night, a 

And edges eaftern clouds with rofie light, The 
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The healthy huntfman, with the chearful horn, 365 
Summons the dogs, and greets the dappled morn; 


‘The: jocund thunder wakes th’ enliven’d hounds, 
‘They rouze from fleep, and an{wer founds for founds; 
“Wide through the furzy field their route they take, 


Their bleeding bofoms force the thorny brake: 370 
The flying game their {moaking noftrils trace, — 

No bounding hedge obftructs their eager pace; 

The diftant mountains eccho from afar; 

And hanging woods refound the flying war: 

The tuneful noife the {prightly courfer hears, 375) 


Paws'the green turf, and pricks his trembling ears ; 


The flacken’d rein now gives him all his fpeed, 


Back flies the-rapid ¢round beneath the fteed 5 


Hills, dales and forefts far behind remain, 
While the warm {cent draws on ‘the deep-mouth’d train. 
Where fhall the trembling hare.a fhelter find? 381 
Haik! death advances .in each guft of wind! 
New ftratagems .and doubling wiles {he tries, 
Now circling turns, and now at large fhe flies s 
& «= Tilt 
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Till fpent at laft, fhe pants, and heaves for breath, 


_ Then lays her down, and waits devouring death. 386 


But ftay, advent’rous mufe, haft thou the force 
To wind the twifted horn, to guide the horfe? | 
To Keep thy feat unmov'd haft thou the skill 
O’er the high gate, and down the headlong hill 390 
Canft thou the ftag’s laborious chace direct, 
Or the ftrong fox through all his arts detect? — 
The theme demands a more experienc’d lay: 
Ye mighty hunters, {pare this weak effay. . 

Oh happy, plains, remote from war's alarms, 395 
And all the ravages of hoftile arms! _ | 
And happy fhepherds, who fecure from fear, 
On open downs preferve your fleecy care! 
Whofe fpacious barns groan with increafing ftore, | 
And whirling flails disjoint the cracking floor: = 4co 
No barb’rous foldier, bent .on cruel fpoil, 
Spreads defolation o’er your fertile foil ; 
No trampling fteed lays wafte the ripen’d ; grain, 
Nor crackling fires devour the promis gain: . | . 
| No 
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No flaming beacons caft their blaze afar, 

The dreadful fignal of invafive war; 

No trumpet’s clangor wounds the mother’s ear, 

And calls the lover from his {wooning fair. 
‘What happinefs the rural maid attends, — 

in chearful labour while each day fhe fpends! 


She gratefully receives what heav’n has fent, 


And, rich in poverty, enjoys content: 


(Such happinefs, and fuch unblemifh'd fame 
Ne’er glad the bofom of the courtly dame) 
_ She never feels the {pleen’s imagin’d pains, 


Nor melancholy ftagnates in her veins ; 


She never lofes life in thoughtlefs eafe, 


Nor on the velvet couch invites difeafe; 


Her home-fpun drefs in fimple neatnefs lies, 


And for no glaring equipage fhe fighs: 
Her reputation, which ts all her boaft, 
In a malicious vifit ne’er was loft: 


No midnight mafguerade her beauty wears, 


And health, not paint, the fading bloom repairs. 


495 
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If love’s foft paffion in her bofom reign, | 4.25 
An equal paffion warms her happy {wain ; 
No homebred jars her quiet {tate controul, 
Nor watchful jealoufie torments her foul ; 
With fecret joy the fees her little race 
Hang on her breaft, and her {mall cottage grace; 430 
The fleecy ball their little fingers cull, 
Or from the {pindle draw the lengthning wool: 
Thus flow her hours with conftant peace of mind, 
Till Age the lateft thread of life unwind. 

Ye happy fields, unknown to noife and ttrife, 435 
The kind rewarders of induftrious life ; 
Ye fhady woods, where once I us’d to rove; 
Alike indulgent to the mufe and love; 
Ye murm’ring ftreams that in Meanders roll, 
The {weet compofers of the penfive foul, 449 
Farewel.— The city calls me from your bow’ts: 


Farewel amufing thoughts and peaceful hours, 
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Sing that gracefultoy, whofe waving play 
W ith gentle gales relieves the fultry day.. 
Not the wide fan by Perfian dames 
[= es difplay'd, 

Which: o'er their beauty cafts a grateful fhade; 
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Nor that long Known in China’s artful land, 
Which, while it cools the face, fatigues the hand : 
Nor fhall the mufe in fax climates rove, 

To feek in Indoftan fome {picy. grove, 

Where ftretch’d at eafe the panting lady lies, 

To fhun the fervor of meridian skies, 


While fweating flaves catch ev’ry breeze of air, — 


And with wide-{preading fans refrefh the fait; 
No bufie gnats her pleafing dreams moleft, 
Inflame her cheek, or ravage o’er her breaft, 
But artificial Zephyrs round her fly, 
And mitigate the feaver of the sky. 

Nor fhall Bermudas tong the Mute detain, 


Whofe fragrant forefts bloom in Waller's ftrain, - 


Where breathing {weets from ev'ry field aie 
And the wild woods with ptder epples bend 5 
Yet let me in fome od’rots fhade xepofe, 


Whilft in my verte the fair Puletto ZLOAVS 2 ce 


Like the tall pine it fhoots its ftately head, 


From the broad: top depending branches forrad sloid 
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No knotty limbs the taper body bears, | 25 
Hung on each bough a fingle leaf appears, 
Which fhrivell’ d in its infancy remains, — 
Like a closd fan, mor ftretches wide its veins, 
But as the feafons in their circle run, | 
Opes | its ribb’d furface to the nearer fun: 30 
Beneath this fhade the weary peafant lies, 
Plucks the broad leaf, and bids the breezes rife. 

Stay, wand'ring Mufe, nar rove in foreign climes, 
To thy owa native fhore confine thy rhimes. 
Affift, ye Nine, your loftieft notes employ, 35 
Say what celeftial skill contriv'd the toy: 

Say how this inftrument of love began, 
And in immortal ftsains difplay the fan, 
Strephon hac tong confefs'd his am’rous pain, 
Which gay Corinna railly'd with difdain: | 49 
Sometimes in broken words he fighd his care, 
Look’d pale, and trembled when he view'd the fairs 
With bolder freedoms. now the youth advane’d, | 
He drefs'd, he laughd, 7 fung, he chim'd, he danc’ d: 
Now 
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Now call'’d more pow'rful prefents to his aid, - " -4s 
And, to feduce the mitftrefs, brib’d the maid; 
Smooth flatt’ry in her fofter hours apply'd, ©. 
The fureft charm to-bind the force of pride: °.- |” 
But fill unmov’d remains the {cornful dame, | , 
Infults her captive,’ and derides his fame. ~~ : 50 
When Strephon {aw ‘his vows diffpers’d in air, 

He fought in folitude.to lofe his care; | 

Relief in folitude he fought :in vain, oo 

It ferv’'d,- like mufick, but to feed his pain. — 


To Venus now the flighted boy complains, - $5 


And calls the Goddefs in thefe tender ftrains. 
O potent Queen, from. Neptune’sempire {prung, - 
Whofe glorious birth admiring Nereias fung;  ~ 
Who ‘midft the fragrant plains of Cyprusrove, | 
Whofe radiant prefence gilds the Paphian grove, 60 
Where to thy name a thoufand altars rife,’ a 
And curling clouds of incenfe hide the skies; 
O beauteous Goddefs, teach me how to move, 
Infpire my tongue with eloquence of love. 
If 
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If loft Adonis eer thy bofom warm’d, - 65 
If e’er his eyes, or godlike figure charm’d, — 
Think on thofe hours when firft you felt the dart, 
Think on the reftlefs feaver of thy heart; © 
Think how you pin’d in abfence of the {fwain: 
By thofe uneafte minutes Know my pain. : 70 
Evn while Cydippe to Diana bows, en 
And at her fhrine renews her virgin vows, | 
The lover, taught by thee, her pride oercame;_ 
She reads his oaths, and feels an equal flame:: 
Qh, may my flame, like thine, Arontins, prove, 75. 
- May Venus diate, and reward my love. © _ 
When crouds of {uitors Atalanta try’d, 
She wealth, and beauty, wit and fame defy’d; 
Fach daring lover with advent’rous pace 
Purfu'd his wifhes in the dang’rous race ; 80 
Like the {wift hind, the bounding damfel flies, 
Strains to the goal, the diftanc’d lover dies. 
Hippomenes, O Venus, was thy care, ' = 
You taught the {wain to ftay the flying fair, | 
E - * Thy 
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Thy golden prefent caught the virgin’s eyes, _ 5 
She ftoops; he rufhes on, and gains the prize. 


Say, Cyprian Deity, what gift, what art, 


Shall humble into love Coriana's heart; 
If only fome bright toy can charm her fight, _ 
Teach me what prefent may fufpend her flight. 90 
Thus the defponding youth his flame declares. 
The Goddefs with a nod his paffion hears. 

Far in Cythera ftands a {pacious grove, 
Sacred to Venus and the God of love; 7 
Here the huxuriant myrtle rears her head, a5 


_ Like the tall oak the fragrant branches fpread ; 


Here nature all her fweets profufely pours, 
And paints th’ enamell'd ground with various flow'rs ; 
Deep in the gloomy glade a grotto bends, 
W ide through the craggy rock an arch extends, 400 
The rugged ftone is cloath’d with thantling vines, 
And round the cave the creeping woodbine twines. 
Here butie Cupids, with permiciows art, 
Form the ftiff bow, and forge the fatal darts, - 
| All 
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All fhare the toil; while fome the bellows ply, 105 
Others with feathets teach the Mafts to Ay: 
Some with joitt force whitl round the ftony wheel, 
Where ftteams the {parkling fite from temperd fteel ; 
Some point their arrows with the niceft skill, 
And with the warlike ftore their quivers fill. 110 

A diffetent toil another forge employs 5 
Here the toud hammet fafhions female toys, 
Hence is the fair with ornament fapply’d, 
~ Hence fprung the glit’ring implements of prides 
Each trinket that adorns the modern dame, 115 
Firft to thefe little artifts ow'd its framie. | 
Here an unfinifh’d di’tond crofslet lay, 
To which foft lovers adoration pay ; 
There was the polith’d cryftal bottle feen, 
That with quick {cents revives the modifh fpleen: 120 
Here the yet rude unjoynted {nuff-box lyés, _ 
Which ferves the railly’d fop for {mart replies ; 
There piles of paper rofe in gilded reams, — 
The future records of the lover's Aames; - 
F2 Here 
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Here clouded canes ’midft heaps of toys are found, 125 


And inlaid tweezer-cafes ftrow the ground. 

There ftands the 7oi/ette, nurfery of charms,. 

Compleatly furnifh’d with bright beauty’s arms; 

The patch, the powder-box, pulville, perfumes, 

Pins, paint, a flatt’ring glafs, and black-lead combs. : 130 
The toilfome hours in diffrent labour flide, __ 

Some work the file, and fome the graver guide ; 

From the loud. anvil the quick blow rebounds, 

And their rais'd arms defcend in tuneful founds. 


Thus when Semiramis, in ancient days, BE 


Bad Babylon her mighty bulwarks raife s. 
A {warm of lab’rers diff’rent tasks attend > 


- Here pullies make the pond’rous oak afcend, _ 


With ecchoing ftrokes the cragged quarry, .gtaans, 
While there the chiffel forms the fhapelefs ftones; 140 
The weighty mallet deals refounding blows, 
Till the proud battlements her tow’rs enclofe. 

Now Venus mounts her car, fhe fhakes the reins, 
And fteers her turtles to Cytherd's plains; 

- Strait 
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Strait to the grott with graceful ftep fhe goes, § _145 
Her loofe ambrofial hair behind her flows: 
The {welling bellows heave for breath no more, 
All drop their {ilent hammers on the floor; . 


In deep f{ufpence the mighty labour ftands, 149° 


While thus the Goddefs {poke her mild commands. 
Induftrious Loves, your prefent toils forbear,. 
A more important task demands your care;: - 


Long has the fcheme employ'’d my thoughtful Mind, 


By judgment ripen’d, and by time refin’d. 

That glorious bird have ye not often feen «155 
Who draws the car of the celeftial Queen? 

Have ye not oft furvey’d his varying dyes, 

His tail all gilded o'er with Argus eyes? 5° 
Have ye not feen him in the funny day: 
Unfurle his plumes, and all his pride difplay;. 160 
Then fuddenly contra&t his dazling train, 
And with long-trailing feathers fweep the plain? 
Learn from this hint, let this inftruc&t’ your art; 

Thin taper fticks muft from one.center part: 


Let 
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Let thefe into the quadrdnt’s form divide, 
The {preading ribs with {nowy paper hide; - 
Here fhall the pencil bid its coldurs flow, 
And make a miniature creation grow. © 


Let the machine in equal foldings clofe, 


And now its plaited furface wide difpofe. 

So fhall the fait her idle hand employ, 

And grace each motion with the reftlefs toy, 
With vatious pldy bid gtateful Zephyrs cife, 
While love in ¢v'ry grateful Zepbyr flies. 


7 The matter Copid traces out the lines, — | 
And with judicious hand the draught defigas, 


Th expe@ting Loves with joy the model view, 
And the joint labour eagerly purfue. 
Some flit their arrows wath the niceft art, 
And into fticks convert the fhiver'd dart; 


The breathing bellows wake the fleepimg fire, 


Blow off the cinders, and the fpatks afpire; 
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Their arrow’s poiht they foften in the flame, _ 


And founding haomers break its barbed frame: 


» 


Of 
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OF this, the little pin they neatly mold, 185 
From whence their arms the {preading fticks unfold; 
In equal plaits they now the paper bend, 
And at juft diftance the wide ribs extend, 

Then on the frame they mount'the limber skreen, 
And finilh inftantly the new machine. ==«-—«»_—s—s199 
The Goddefs pleas'd, the curious work receives, 

Remounts her chariot, and the gratto leaves; 

With the light fan fhe moves the yielding air, 

And gales, till then unknown, play round the feir, 

_ Unhappy lovers, how will you withfand, § _ 109 - 
When thefe new arms fhall grace your charmer s band? 

In ancient times, when meids in thought were puse, 

W hen eyes were artlefs, asd the look demure, ' - 

When the wide ruff the well-tirn’d neck enclos’d, 

And heaving breafts within the ftays repos'd, 200 

When the clofe hood conceal’d the modeft cas, 

E’er black-lead combs difown’d the virgin’s haigs 

Then in the muff unactive fingers lay, 

Nor taught the: fan in fickle forms to play, | 

| | | How, 
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_ How are the Sex improv'd in am’rous arts, | 205 

What new-found fnares they bait for human hearts! — 
When kindling war the ravag'd globe ran o’er, 

And fatten’d thirfty plains with human gore, 

At fie, the brandifh’d arm the jav'lin threw, . 

Or {ent wing’d atrows from the twanging yews . 210 

In the-bright air the dreadful fauchion fhone, - 

Or whiftling. flings difmifs’d th’ uncertain ftone. 

Now men thofe lefS deftru@ive arms defpife, a 


‘Wide-waftful death from thundring cannon. flies, — 


One hour with more battalions ftrows the plain, 215 
Than were of yore in weekly battels lain. | 
So. love with fatal airsthe nymph fupplies, 

Her drefs difpofes, and directs her eyes. — | 


~ The bofom now its panting beautys fhows, . 


Th’ experienced eye refiftlefs glances throws; 220 
Now vary’d patches wander o’er the face, 
And ftrike each gazer with a borrow’d grace; 
The fickle head-drefs. finks and now afpires 
A tow’ry front of lace on branching wires. | 
The 
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The curling hair in tortur’'d ringlets flows, _ _ 225 
Or round the face in labour'd order grows. —— 

How {hall I foar, and on unweary wing 

Trace varying habits upward to their {pring ! 
What force of thought, what numbers can exprefs, 
Th’ inconftant equipage of female drefs? 230 
How the ftrait ftays the flender wafte conftrain, 
How to adjuft the manteau’s {weeping train? 
What fancy can the petticoat {urround, 
With the capacious hoop of whalebone bound? 
But ftay, prefumptuous Mufe, nor boldly dare 235 
The oilette's {acted myfteries declare ; | 
Let a juft diftance be to beauty paid; 
None here muft enter but the trufty maid. 
Should you the wardrobe’s magazine rehearfe, 
And gloffy manteaus ruftle in thy verfe; ~ 240 
Should you the rich brocaded fuit unfold, 
Where rifing flow’rs grow ftiff with frofted gold, 
The dazled Mufe would from her fubject ftray, 
And ina maze of fafhions lofe her way. 
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“Appear in council all th’ immortal Powers; 
Great Fove above the reft exalted late, 


And in his mind revoly’d facceeding fate, 


His 
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His awful eye with ray fuperiour fhone, gg 
The thunder-grafping eagle guards his throne; _ 
On filver clouds the great aflembly laid, 
The whole creation at one view furvey’ d.. 
But fee, fair Ves comes in all her ftate, 
The wanton Loves and Graces round her wait; 10 
With her loofe robe officious Zephyrs play, 
And ftrow with odoriferous flowers the way, 
In her right hand fhe waves the futt’ring fan, 
And thus in melting founds her {peech began. | 
Affembled Powers, who fickle mortals guide, _ 15 
Who o'er the fea, the skies and earth prefide,) 
Ye fountains whence all humaa bleflings fow, . - 
Who pour your bounties on the world below ; 
Bacchus firkk rais 'd and prun’d the climbing vine, 
And taught the grape to firearm with gen’ sous wine s 20 
Induftrious Cerer tam’d the favage ground, : 
And pregnant fields with golden harvefts crown'd ; 
Flora with bloomy {weets enrich’d the years 
And fruitful autumn is Pomona’s care, 
G 2 | I 
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Ifirft taught woman to fubdue mankind, 25 
And all her native charms with drefs refin’d:: 
Celeftial Synod, this machine furvey, | 
That fhades the face, or bids cool Zephyrs: plays 5 
If confcious blufhes on her cheek arife, — 
With this fhe veils them from her lover's eyes ; 30. 
No levell’d glance betrays her am’rous heart,’ 
From the fan’s ambufh fhe direéts the dart: 
The royal {cepter fhines in Juno's hand, . 
And twifted thunder {peaks great Fove’'s command: 
On Pallas’ arm the Gorgon fhield appears, - te 5 
And Neptune's mighty grafp:the trident bears;-~° 
Ceres is with the bending fickle feen, — 
And the ftrung bow points: out the’ Cysthian Queen; - 
Henceforth the waving fan my hands fhall grace, 
The waving fan fupply the fcepter’s place. = 40 
Who fhall, ye Powers, the forming pencil hold? - 
What ftory fhall the wide machine unfold} 
Let Loves and Graces‘ lead the dance around, 
With myrtle wreaths and flow’ry chaplets crown’d ; 

| Let 
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Ket Cupid's arrows ftrow the {miling plains — 45 
With unrefifting nymphs, and am’tous {wains: 

May glowing picture o’er the furface fhine, 

To melt flow virgins with the warm’ defign. 

Diana rofe; with filver crefcent crown'd,, 
And fix’'d her modeft eyes upon the ground; == 50. 
Then with becoming mien the rais'd ‘her head, . 

And thus with graceful voice the virgin faid: | 
Has woman then forgot all former wiles, 

The watchful ogle, and delufive files >. 
Does man againft..her charms. too.pow'rful prove, 55 
Or are the fex grown novices in love? | 
Why then thefe arms? or why {fhould artful eyes, 
From this flight ambuth, conquer by furprize? 7 
No guilty thought the fpotlefs virgin knows, .- 
And o'er her cheek no confcious crimfon glows; 60 
Since bluthes then from fhame-. alone arife,- 
Why {hould we veil them from her lover's eyes? 
Let Cupid. rather give, up his command, : 
And truft his arrows in a female hand.- 

| | Have 


Terri 


IK es 


46 The F A ON. 

Have not the Gods already cherifh’d pride, . 5 
And woman with deftructive arms. fupply’d? °° - 
Neptune on her beftows his choiceft ftores, 7 

For her the chambers of the. deep explores} se 

The gaping fhell its pearly charge tefigns,- ou 


And round her neck the lucid bracelet twines: - 70° 


Plutus for her bids earth its wealth-unfold, a" 4 
Where the warm oar-is riperi'd into golds ~~ 

Or where the ruby reddens in the foil,’ © - 

Where the green emerald pays the fearchet’s toil. | 
Does not the dimond fparkle in herear,. = s75 


Glow on her hand, and tremble in ‘her hair? 


From the gay nymph the glancing luftre flies, | 

And imitates the ightning of her eyes. — 

But yet if Venus’ wifhes mmuft fucceed, 

And this fanteftick engine be decreed, - £0 

May fome chaft ftory from the pencif flow, oo 

To {peak the virgin's joy, and Hymen's woe. 
‘Here let the wretched Ariadne ftand, ~~ 

watucd by Zhefetes to fome defart land, 
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Her locks difhevell’d waving inthe wind, = 85 


The cryftal tears confefs her tortur’'d mind 5 

The perjur'd youth unfurles his treach’rous fails, 
And their white bofoms catch the {welling gales, 
Be ftili, ye winds, fhe crys, flay, Thefens, flay; . 


But faithlefs Thefeus hears no more than they. 90°. 


All defp’rate, to fome craggy cliff fhe flies, 
And fpreads a well-known fignal in the skies 5” 5 
His lefs‘ning veffel plows the foamy main, 

She fighs, fhe calls, the waves the fign in vain. 

Paint Digs there-amnidit her laft diftreS, 9s 
Pale cheeks and blood-+thot eyes her grief exptefs: 
Deep in her breaft the reeking {word is drown’d, 

And gufhing blood ftreams purple from the wound 5 
Her fifter frma hov'ting o'er her ‘ftands,. 
Accufes heav'a with lifted eyes and hands, _ 100 
Upbraids the 7rojan with repeated cries, | 
And mixes curfes with her broken fighs. 

View this, ye maids; and then each {wain isclieve s ; 
They're Trojans all, and vow but to deceive. 


Here 
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Here dew OEnone in the-lonely gravel: 2:+>1 10%. 


‘Where Paris firtt betray'd -het labia 1 i. so 


Let wither’d garlands hang on ‘ev'ry bough, : _. 
Which the falfe. youth wove- for OEnone's brow}: ! 
The garlands lofe their fweets,-their pride.is fhed;’ 
And like their odours all. his vows are fled; |“: 110. 
On her fair arm her penfive -head the lays, es es 
And Xanthus waves-with mournful: look furveyss* - 
That flood which witnefs'd his inconftant flame, 
When thus he {wore, and won the yielding dame:. ~ 
Thefe fireams fhall fooner to their fountain move, . . 115 
Than I forget my dear QOEnone’s Jove. 2. = 2 
Roll back, ye ftreams, back to-your Send run, = 
Paris is falfe, OEnone is undone. . ee on a 
Ah wretched maid! think how the moments ‘flew, 
E’er you the pangs of this curs'd paflion knew, :. 120. 
W hen groves could pleafe, and when you lov’d the plain, 
Without the prefence of your perjur'd fwain.  _ 

Thus may the nymph, whene’er fhe {preads ae fan, 
In his true - colours view perfidious man, 


Pleas’d | 
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Pléas’d with her virgin ftaté in forefts rove, —S> 125 
And never truft the dang’rous hopes of love. _ 

The Goddefs ended.. Merry Momus rofe, 
- With {miles and grins he waggifh glances thtows, 
Then with a noifie laugh foreftalls his joke, 
Mirth flathes from his eyes while thus he {poke. 130 
Rather let heav’nly deeds be painted there, 
And by your own examples teach the fair. 
Let chaft Diana on the piece be feen, 
And the bright crefcent own the Cynthian Queen; 
On Latmos’ top fee young Endymion lies, 135 
Feign’d fleep hath clos’d the bloomy lover’s eyes, 
See, to his foft embraces how fhe fteals, a 
_ And on his lips her warm careffes feals ; 
No more her hand the glitt’ring Jav'lin holds, © 
But round his neck her eager arms fhe folds. 140 
Why are our fecrets by our blufhes fhown? © | 
Virgins are virgins ftill~~while ‘tis unknown. - 
Here let her on fome flow’ry bank be laid, 
Where meeting beeches weave a grateful fhade,. 
He Her 
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Her naked bofom wanton treffes grace, 145 
And glowing expectation paints her face, | 
O’er her fair limbs a thin loofe veil is {pread, 
Stand off, ye fhepherds; fear A&teon’s beads 
Let vig’rous Pan th’ unguarded minute feize, 
And in a fhaggy goat the virgin pleafe. 150 
Why are our fecrets by our blufhes fhown? 
Virgins are virgins ftill-—-while ‘tis unknown. 

There with juft warmth urora's paflion trace, 
Let {preading crimfon ftain her virgin faces 
See Cepbalus her wanton airs defpife, 185 
While fhe provokes him with defiring eyes; 
To raife his paffion fhe difplays her charms, 
His modeft hand upon her bofom warms; _ 
Nor looks, nor pray'rs, nor force his heart perfuade, 
But with difdain he quits the rofie maid. 160 

Here let diflolving Lede grace the toy, 
Warm cheeks and heaving breafts reveal her joy ; 
Beneath the prefling {wan fhe pants for air, 
While with his Autr'ring wings he fans the fair 
| a ‘There 
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There let all-conqu’ring gold exert its pow’r, 165 
And foften Danae in a glitt’ring thow’r. 

Would you warn beauty not to cherifh pride, 
Nor vainly in the treach’rous bloom confide, 
On the machine the fage Minerva place, 
With lineaments of wifdem mark her face; _ 170 
See, where fhe lies near fome tranfparent flood, 
And with her pipe chears the refounding wood : | 
Her image in the floating glafs fhe fpies, | 
Her bloated cheeks, worn lips, and fhrivell’d eyes ; 
She breaks the guiltlefs pipe, and. with difdain 175 
Its {hatter’d ruins flings upon the plain. 
With the loud reed no more her cheek fhall {well, 
What, f{poil her face! no. Warbling ftrains farewell. 
Shall arts, fhall {ciences employ the fair? 
Thofe trifles are beneath Minerva's care. 180 
From Venus let her learn the married life, 
And all the virtuous duties-of a wife. 
Here on a couch extend the Oyprian dame, 
Let her eye {parkle with the growing flame; | 
H 2 The 
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The God of war within her clinging arms;-..- 185 
Sinks on her lips, and kindles all her charms, - 
Paint limping Vulcan with a husband’s care, _ 

And let his brow the cuckold’s honours wear;- 
Beneath the net the captive lovers: place, - | 

Their limbs entangled in.a clofe embrace.  —--—-190 
Let thefe amours adorn the new machine, 7 
And female nature on the piece be feen;. 

So fhall the fair, as long as fans fhall laf, 

Learn from your bright examples to be chaft. 
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SHUS Momus {poke. When fage M- 
3 nerva tole, 
ca J From her fweet lips fmooth elocution 


flows,. | 
Her skillful hand an iv’ry pallet gracd, 
Where fhining colours were in order plac‘d. 
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As Gods are blefs’'d with a fuperior skill, $ 
And, {wift as mortal thought, perform their will, 


- Strait fhe propofes, by her art divine, 


To bid the paint exprefs her great defign. 

Th’ aflembled Pow’rs confent, She now began, 

And her creating pencil ftain’d the fan. | 10 
Over the fair field, trees {pread, and rivers flow, ° 

Tow’rs rear their heads, and diftant mountains Stow ; 

Life {eems to move within the glowing veins, 

And in each face fome lively paffion reigns. 

Thus have I feen woods, hills, and dales appear, 15 

Flocks graze the plains, birds wing the filent air 

In darken’d rooms, where light can only pafs | 


‘Through the {mall circle of a convex glafs; 


On the white fheet the moving figures rife, 
The foreft waves, clouds float along the skies’ = 20 
She various fables on the piece defign’d, 
That {poke the follies of the female kind. . 
The fate of ptide in Niobe fhe drew: 
Be wife, ye nymphs, that fcornful vice fubdue. 
In 
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In a wide plain th’ imperious mother ftood, 
W hofe diftant bounds rofe ina winding wood ; 
Upon her fhoulder flows her mantling hair, 
Pride marks her brow, and elevates het air ; 
A purple robe behind her {weeps the ground, | 
Whofe fpacious border golden flow’rs furround : 
She made Latona’s altars ceafe to flame, 
And of due honours robb’d her facred name, 
To her owa charms fhe bad frefh incenfe rife,. 
And adoration own her brighter eyes. 
Sev’n daughters from her fruitful loyns were born, 
Sev'n graceful fons her nuptial bed adorn, 
Who, for a mother’s arrogant difdain, 
Were by Latona's double offspring fain. 
Here Phebus his unerring arrow drew, 
And from his rifing fteed her firft-born threw, 
His opning fingers drop the flacken’d rein, 
And the pale corfe falls headlong to the plain. 
Beneath her pencil here two wreftlers bend, 
See, to the grafp their {welling nerves diftend, | 
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Diana's atrow joins them face to face, 7 45 
And death unites them ina {trict embrace. | 
Another here flies trembling o’er the plain ; 

When heav’n purfues we fhun the ftroke in vain. 
This lifts his fupplicating hands and eyes, ' 

And ’midft his humble adoration dies. 60 
As from his thigh this tears the barbed dart, 

A furer weapon ftrikes his throbbing heart : 

While that to raife his wounded brother tries, 

Death blafts his bleom, and locks his frozen eyes. 
The tender fifters bath’d’ in grief appear, ~= —s_§5 
With fable garments and difhevell’d hair, | 


And o'er their gafping brothers weeping ftood ; 


Some with their trefles {topp’d the gufhing blood, 
They ftrive to {tay the fleeting life too late, — 
And in the pious a@tion fhare their fate. 60 
Now the proud dame o’ercome by trembling fear, 
With her wide robe protects her only care; _ 
To fave her only care in vain fhe tries, 
Clofe at her feet the lateft victim dies, — 

Down 
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Down her fair cheek the trickling forrow flows, 
Like dewy {pangles on the blufhing rofe, 
Fixt in aftonifhment fhe weeping ftood, 
The plain all purple with her children’s blood ; 
She ftiffens with her woes: no more her hair 
In eafie ringlets: wantons in the air ; 
Motion forfakes her eyes, her veins are dry’d, 
And beat no longer with the fanguine tide; 
All life is fled, fitm. marble now the grows ; 


W hich ftill in-tears the mother’s ‘anguifh fhows. — 


Ye haughty. fair, your painted fans difplay, | 
And the juft-fate of lofty pride furvey ;_ 
Though lovers oft- extoll your beauty’s power, 
And in celeftial fimilies adore, - 

Though: from your features. Cupid borrows arms, 
And Goddeffes confefs inferior chatms, - 


Do not, vain maid, the flatt’ring tale believe, - 


Alike thy lovers and thy glafs deceive. 
Here lively.colours Procris’ paffion tell, 
Who to her jealous feats ‘a victim fell. 
‘ . I 
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Here kneels the trembling hunter e’ée his wife, %, 


Who rolls her fick’aing eyes, and gafps for lifes - 

Her drooping head upam her fhoulder lies, 

And purple gore her fnowy: bofen dies. 

What guilt, what horror ea, his face appears! 

See, his red eye-lid feems to, fwelk with tears, =, 

With agony: his wriaging hands. he ftrains, 

And ftrong, convulfions ftretch his branching veias. 
Learn hence, ye. wives; bid vain ‘aipicton ceafe, 


~Lofe not in fullen difcontent your peace. 


For when fieyce loveto,jealoufie ferments, «= 9 
A thoufand doubts and fears the foul invents, 
No more. the days in pleafing convert flow, 


And nights no mote their fof endearments know. 


There. on, the piece the Falfcian-Queen expird), 
‘The love of {poils hee female boom Grd. ska 
Gay Chloreus’ arms attract. hes. longing eyes;, 
And for the painted. plume and helm the fighs:. 
Fearlefs the follows, bent og. gaydy- prey, 
Tull an ill-fated dart. obQrugts her ways a 

: Down 
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Down dtdps the martial bid; the bloody ground, 
Floats with a torrent from the purple wound. “106. 
The mouthfall nymphs het drooping head fuitaia, 
_ And try to ftdp the pufhing life in vain, 

Thus the raw maid fome tawdry coat futveys, 
Where the fop's fancy in einbroidery plays ; 110 
His {nowy feather edg’d with crinfon dyes; 

And his bright {word-knot lure het warid'ting eyes ; 
Fring’d gloves and gold brocade odafpite to mave, 
Till the nymph falls a fuctifice to love. ee! 
Here young Narciffus o'et the fountain ftobd; 15 
And view'd his image in the etyftal food; - 
The cryftal flood ‘refledts his lovely cHatms, 
And the pleas'd image {trivds t6 meet his aims. 
No nymph his unexperiene’d bieat fobdu’d, 
Kccho in vain the flying boy putfu’d; size 
Himfelf alone the fooldh youth admires, 
And with ford look thé {miling: fiade defites: 
O'er the fmooth lske with fruitlefs teats he Frieves, 
His {preading. fingers flxgot in verdant leaves,, 
T2 Through 
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Through his pale veins green {ap now gently — kas 


And in a fhort- liv’ d flow’r his beauty blows. © 
Let vain Nerciffus warn each female breatt, 
That beauty’s but a tranfient good at beft. — 


Like flow’rs it withers «with th’ advancing year,’ - . 


And age like winter'robs' the blooming fair... 
Oh Araminta, ceafe thy wonted pride; 
Nor longer in thy faithlefs charms confide} 


Ev'n while the glafs reflects thy {parkling eyes, . 


Their luftre and thy’ rofie colour flies! 
Thus on the fan the breathing figures fhine, 
- And all the powers applaud the wife:defign. | 


The Cyprian Queen thie painted’ gift receives, 


And with a grateful bow. the: {fynod leaves. 
To the low world fhe bends her fteepy way 

W here Strephon. pafs'd the folitary day ; 

She found him in-a. melancholy grove, 

His down-caft eyes betray’d defponding love, 
The wounded bark confefs'd his flighted flame, 
And ev'ry tree bore falfe Corinna’s name. 
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In a cool fhade he lay with folded arms, = —>s_ gs 
Curfes his fortune, and upbraids her charms, 
When Venus to his wond'ring eyes appears, | 
And with thefe words relieves his am’rous cates. - 
Rife, happy youth, this bright machine furvey, 
Whofe rattling fticks my bufie fingers {way, 150: 
This prefent fhall thy cruel charmer move, 
And in her fickle bofom kindle love. __ 
The fan fhall flutter in all female hands, | 
And various fafhions ‘learn from various lands... 
For this, fhall elephants their ivory. fhed; sg 
And polifh’d fticks the waving engine fpread: © 
- His clouded mail the tortoife fhall refign, 
And round the rivet pearly circles fhine.. 
On this fhall Jadians all theirart employ,. — 
And with bright colours ftain the gaudy toy; — 6a. 
Their paint fhall here in wildeft fancies flow,’ 
Their drefs, their cuftoms, their religion fhow,, . 
So fhall the Britifh fair their minds improve,. 
And on the fan to diftant climates rove... -__ 
Here: 
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Here China's ladies fhail their pride difplay, 
And filver figures gild their loof array; - 
This boafts her little feet and winking eyes; 
That tunes the fife, or tinkling cymbal plies: 


Here crofs-leg'd nobles in rich ftate fhalf dine, | 


There in bright mail diftorted heroes thine. 
The peeping fan in modern times fhall rife, 
Through which unfeen the female ogle flies; 
This fhall in temples the fly maid conceal, 
And fhelter love beneath devotion’s veil. 

Gay France {hall make the fan her artift’s care, 
_ And with the coftly trinket arm the fair. 

As learned Orators that touch the heart, 

With various action raife their foothing art, 


Both head and hand affect the liffning throng, | 


And humour each expreffion of the tongue. 
So fhall each paffion by the fan be een, 
From noifie anger to the fullen fpleen. 
While Venus {poke, joy fhone in Strephon's eyes, 
Proud of the gift, he to Corinna flies, 
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But Cupid (who. delights in am/rous ill, 185 
Wounds heagts, and leaves them, to. a woman's. will) 
W ith certaia, aima golden arrow drew, 
Which to Legnder’s, panting bofom flew : 
Leander \ov'd’, and to the {prightly dame . 
In gentle fighs, reveal’d his growing: flame ; | «190 
Sweet fariles Coripea ta-his fighs:remurns, 
And for the fop ia equal paffion, buras, 
Lo Strephon comes! and with a fuppliant bow, 
Offers the prefent, and renews his vow. | 
When fhe the fate of Niobe beheld, 195 
Why has my pride againft my heart rebell’d? 
She fighing cry’d: Difdain forfook her breaft, 
And Strephon now was thought a worthy gueft. 
In Procris’ bofom when, flie: faw the dart ; 
She juftly blames her own fafpicious heart, 200 
Imputes her difcontent to jealous fear, 
And knows her Strephon's conftancy fincere. 
When on Camilla’s fate her eye fhe turns, 
No more for fhow and equipage fhe burns; 
| : she 


64. The - F AON. 

She learns Leander’s paffion to defpife, -  — : 205 

And Jooks on merit with difcerning eyes. _ | 
Narciffus’ change to the vain virgin fhows 

Who trufts to beauty, trufts the fading rofe.. 

Youth flies apace, with youth your beauty flies, 

Love then, ye virgins, eer the bloffom dies. 210 
Thus Pallas taught her. Strepbon weds the dame, 

And Hymen’s torch diffus'd the brighteft flame. 
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- To the Courteous 


perme RE AT marvel hath it been, (and that not smworthily 
ANTAL to diverfe worthy wits, that in this our [land of Britain, 
Be Nie . in all rare fesences fo greatly abounding, more efpectal- 
- ty by. mall kinds of Poefie highly flaurifhing, no Poet (though 
mee otherways of notable cunning in roundelays) hath bit on 
™ the right fimple Eclogue after the true ancient gaife of 

Theoeri ore this mine attempt. . a 
“ae ailing in. this plam high-way of Paftoral know IT none. 
Tet, certes, fuch t beboveth a Paftoral to be, as nature tn the country 
afordeth ; and the manners alfo. meetly copied from the ruftscal folk there- 
in. Inthis alfa my lave to my native country Britain mach pricketh me 
forward, to defcribe aright. the manners of our own honeft and laborious 
lough-men, in no wife fure more unwortly a Britifh: Poe?s emitation, than 
rhofe of Sicily or Arcadie ; albeit, not ignorant I am, what a rout and 
K 2 vabblement 


The ?P ROEM Y Be 


vabblement of critical gallimawfry hath been made of late days by certain 


young men of infipid delicacy, concerning, I wift not what, Golden Age, 
and other ontragious concerts, to which they would confine Paftoral, 


Whereof, I avew, I account nought at all, knowsmg no age fo juftly tobe 


infiiled Golden, as this of our Soveraign Lady Queen ANNE. 

This idle trumpery (only fit for fchools and {choolboys) unto that ancr 
ent Dorick Shepherd Theocritus, or his mates, was never known; be 
rightly, throughout hts fifth \dyll, maketh his louts geve foul language, 
and behold the: goats at rut in all fimplicity, 


“WAR Onx? tcorn tas ponddas ole Barelvrs 
Taxetas ipoaruws 871 8 TegZyGQ durh eyevro, Theoc. 


Verily, as little pleafance recetveth a true homebred taf, from all the 
fine finical new-fangled foolerses of this gay Gothic garniture, wherewsth 
they fo nicely bedeck thesr court clowns, or clown courtiers, (for, which 
to call them rightly, I wot not) as would a prudent citizen journeying to 
his country farms, fhould he find them occupied by people of this motley 
make, inftead of plain downright hearty cleanly folk, fuch as be now te- 
nants to the Burgeffes of this realme. a 

Furthermore, it ts my purpofe, gentle reader, to fet before thee, as 
st were a pitture, or rather l:vely landfchape of thy own country, juff 
as thou mighte/t fee st, dideft thou takea walk into the fields at the proper 
feafon: even as maifier Milton hath elegantly fet forth the fame. 


As one who long in populous city pent, 
Where houfes thick and fewers annoy the aire, 
Forth ifluing on a fummer’s morn to breathe 
Among the pleafant villages and farms 

Adjoin’d, from each’ thing met conceives delight ; 
The {mell of grain or tedded grafs or kine 

Or dairie, each rural fight, each rural found. 


Thos 


The P R OEM E. 
Thou wilt not find my Jhepherdeffes idly piping on oaten reeds, but 
milling the kine, tying up the fbeaves, or tf the hogs are aftray driving 
shem to their yes. My fhepherd gathereth none other nofegays but what 


are the growth of our own fields,’ he fleepeth not under myrtle fades, but 


under a bedge, nor doth he vigilantly defend his flocks from wolves, be- 
caufe there are none, as mazfter Spencer well obferveth. 


Well is known that fince the a0 King 
Never was wolf feen, many or fome 


Nor in all Kezt nor in chriftendom. 


For as much, as [ have mentioned maifter Spencer, footbly I muft ac- 


lnowledge him a bard of fweeteft memorial. Yet hath his fbepherd’s boy . 


at fome times raifed his ruftick reed. to rhimes more rumbling than rural. 
Dwerfe grave points alfo hath he handled of churchly matter and doubts 
m religson daily arifing, to great clerks only appertaining. What lketh 
me beft are his names, indeed right fimple and meet for the country, fuch 
as Lobbin, Cuddy, Hobbinol, Diggon, and others, fome of which I 


have made bold to borrow. Moreover, as he called his Eclogues, the fhep- 3 


herd’s calendar, and divided the fame into the twelve months, I have cho- 
fen (paradventure not overrafhly) to name mine by the days of the week,omit- 
ting Sunday or the Sabbath, ours being fuppofed to bechrifisran Shepherds, 
and to be then at church worfbip. Yet further of many of maifter Spen- 
cer's eclogues st may be obferved; though months they be called, of the 
Sad months therein, nothing is Specified; wherein I have alfo efteemed 
him worthy mine imitation. 

That principally, courteous reader, whereof I would have thee to be ad- 
verted, (feng I depart from the vulgar ufage) is touching the language 
of my foepherds; which is, foothly to fay, fuch as és neither fpoken by 


zhe country maiden or the courtly dame; nay, not only fuch as in the 


Lrefent temes is not uttered, but was never uttered in times paft; and, if 
f judge aright, will never be uttered in times future. It having too much 


of 


geet ctu wes, Ee 


ro ew 
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of the country to be fit for the court, too much of the court to be fit for the 
country ; too much of the language of old times to be fit for she prefens. 
too much of the prefent to have been fit for the old, and too mach of 
both to be fit for any time to come. Granted alfo it is, that in this my 
language, I feem unto. my felf, as a London ma/fon, who calculaterh bes 
work for aterm of years, when he butkdeth with old materrals upon « 
ground-rent that 1s not his own, which foon turneth to rubbifh and ruins, 
For this point, no reafon can I alleage, only deep siaaied enfamples ha- 
ving led me thereunto. 

But here agai, much comfort arifeth sn me, from she hopes, i tha, 
I concewve, when thefe words in the courfe of tranfitory things {ball de- 
cay, i may fo hap, tm meet time that fome lover of Simplicity /ball a- 
rife, who fall have the bardine/s to render thefe nsine eclogues into fach 
more modern dialet as fhall be then underfrood, to which end, glofles 
and explications of sncouth paftoral terms are annexed. 

Gentle Reader, turn over the leaf, and entertain thy felf with the 
Spe ‘J shine own country, limned by the painful band of 


thy Loving Countryman, 


JOHN .GAY. 


PR Q- 


PROLOGUE 


To the Right Honourable the . 


Lord Viftont BoLINGBROKE 


oie O, I who erft beneath a tree 
| Sung Buskinet and Boweyher, 
And Bisuzelind and Marian bright, 
= In apron blue or apron white, 
Now write my fonnets ina baok, - | 
For my good lord of Roliugiwoke. 
As lads and laffes flood .araund. 
To hear my boxen haut-boy found, | 
Our Clerk came pofting o'er the green 
With doleful tidings af the Oueew; 


ie? ee 4 oS Renee 
Pee wn ay de Oe 


That 


That Queen, he faid, to whom we owe 
Sweet Peace that maketh riches flows . 

a That Queen who eas‘d our tax of late, . 

— Was dead, alas!----and lay in ftate. 
At this, in tears was Cic'l feeri, 
Buxoma tore her pinners clean, 

In doleful dumps ftood ev’ry clown, | 
The parfon rent his band and gown: 

For me, when as I heard that death 
Had {natch'd Queen ANNE to Elzabeth, 
I broke my reed, and fighing {wote 
I'd weep for Blouzelind no more. 

W hile thus we ftood as in a ftound, © 
And wet with tears, like dew, the ground, 
Full foon by bonefire and by bell 
We learnt our Liege was paffing well. 

A skilful leach (fo God him {peed)_ 

They faid had wrought this bleffed deed, — 
This leach Arbuthnot was yclept, — 

Who many a night not once had flept s 


. 
ne, ae ee an ae ee as - a a = 
. 
a 


But 


i 
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But watch’d our gracious Sov'raign ftill: 
For who could reft when fhe was ill? 
Oh, mayft thou henceforth {weetly fleep! 


73 


Sheer, fwains, oh fheer your fofteft fheep = 


To {well his couchs for well I ween, 
He fav'd the realm who fav’d the Queen. 
Quoth I, pleafe God, Ill hye with glee 
To court, this Arbuthnot to fee. 
I fold my fheep and lambkins too, 
For filver loops and garment blue: 
My boxen haut-boy {weet of found, 
For lace that edg’d mine hat around; 
For Lightfoot and my {crip I got - 
A gorgeous {word, and eke a knot. 
So forth I far'd to court with {peed, 
Of foldier’s drum withouten dreed ; - 
For Peace allays the {hepherd’s fear 
Of wearing cap of Granadier, 
There faw I ladies all a-row © 
Before their Queen in feemly fhow. | 
L 


No 


No more I'll fing Buocoma brown, 
Like goldfinch in her Susday gowns 
Nor Clumfilis, nor Marian bright, 
Nor damfel that Hobnelia hight. 


— But Lanfdoun frefh as flaw’r of May, | 


And Berkely lady blithe and gay, 
And Anglefey whofe {peech exceeds 
The voice of pipe, or oaten reeds). 


And blooming Hyde, with eyes fo tate, 
And Montague beyond compare. 


Such ladies fair wou'd I depaint 
In roundelay or fonnet quaint. 
There many a worthy wight I've fen 
In ribbon blue and ribbon green. | 
As Oxford, who a wahd doth Bear, © 
Like Mofes, in our Bibles fairy; 
Who for our traffick forms defigns, — 
And gives to Britain Indian whines. 
Now, fhepherds, clip your fleecy care, 
Ye maids, your {pinning-wheels prepare, 
Ye 
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Ye weavers, all your fhuttles throw, 


And bid broad-<loths and ferges grow, 


For trading free thal] thrive again, 


Nor leafings leud affright the fwain. 
There faw I St. Sobn, fweetof mien, — 
Full ftedfaft both to Church and Queen, 


With whofe fair name I'll deck my ftrain, 
St. John, right courteous to the fwain ; 

For thus he told me on a day, » 
Trim are thy fonaects, gentle Gay, - 
And certes, mirth #t were to fee _ 
Thy joyous madrigals twice three, _ 
With preface meet, and notes profound, 
Imprinted fair, and well y-bound. 
All fuddenly then home I {ped, 
And did ev’n as my Lord had faid. 

Lo here, thou haft mine Eclogues fair, 
But let not thefe detain thine ear. 
Let not th’ affairs of States and Kings 
W ait, while our Bowzybeus fings.. 

L2- 
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Rather 


76 P_R.O L.O.G.U _E.. 
Rather than verfe of fimple fwain - 
Should ftay the trade of France or Spain, 
Or for the plaint of Parfon’s maid, . 
Yon’ Emp’ror’ packets be delay’d; 

In footh, I fwear by holy Paul, 

I'd burn book, preface, notes and all. 
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‘Lobbin Clout, Cuddy, Cloddipole. 


LOBBIN CLOUT. 


i ea Saale HY younglings, aia ate but juft a- 
atek re wake, 

eau Bua No thruftles fhrill the bramble-bufh for- 
Smee fake, 

No chirping lark the welkin fheen invokes, 

No damfel yet the {welling udder itrokes ; 


Line 


3. Welkin the fame as Welken, an old Saxon word fignifying a Cloud ; by poetical licence it 
ss frequently taken for the Element or Sky, as may appear by shis verfe in the Dream 
of Chaucer. Ne in all the Welkin was no Cloud. 


Sheen or Shine, an old word for fhining or bright. Q’ er 


Ie ew 


8 FIRST PASTORAL 


-O’er yonder hill does {cant the dawn appear, 7 $. 


Then why does Guddy leave his cott: fo rear? 
C U DDY. | 
Ah Lobbin Clout! 1 ween, my plight is guett, 
For he that loves, a firanger is to refts 
If {wains belye not, thou haft prov'd the fmart, — 
And Blouzelinda’s miftrefs of thy heart. 10 
This rifing rear betokeneth well thy mind, 
Thofe arms «are folded for thy Blouzelind. 
And well, I trow, our piteous plights agree, 
Thee Blouzelinda {mites, Buxoma me. 
LOBBIN CLOUT. | 
Ah Blouzelind' I love thee more by half, ag 
Than does their fawns, or cows the new-fall’n calf: - 
Woe worth the tongue! may blifters fore it gall, | 
That names Buxoma, Blouzelind withal. 
LOBBIN CLOUT. 
Hold, witlefs Lobbin Clout, I thee advife, 
Left blifters fore on thy own tongue arife. 20 


ey. ‘Scant, 4; fod! a ancient Buitith authors for {carce. 


: Rear, aw éxpréfion in feveral counties of England, ) for early.an.the morning. 
7 To ween, derived from the Saxon, to think or conceive. 


Lo 


The SOABBEE. 
Lo yonder Cloddipole, ‘the blithfome {wain, 


The wifeft lout of all the neighbouring plain! 


From Cloddipele we learnt to read the skies, 
To know when hail will fall, or winds arife: 
He taught us erft the heifer’s tail to view, 


When ftuck aloft, that fhow’rs would ftrait entaes” 


He firft that ufeful fecret did explain, 


That pricking corns foretold the gath’ring rain. 


79 


i 


When {wallows fleet foar high and {port'in air, 


He told us that the welkin would be clear. 
Let Cloddipole then hear tis twain rehearfe, _ 
And praife his {weetheart in alternate verfe. © 
I'll wager this fame oaken ftaff with — 
That Cloddipole fhall give the prize to me. 
a CUDDY 

See this tobacco-pouch that’s lin’'d with hair, 

Made of the skin of fleekeft fallow deer. 


This pouch, that’s ty’'d with tape of reddeft hue, 


Fil wager, that the prize fhall be my due. 


 2f- erlt, @ contraction of ere this, it fignifies fometime ago or formerly. 


30 


35 


CUDDY, 


80 FIRST. PASTORAL. 
- CUDDY... | 
Begin: thy carrolsthen, thou vaunting flouch, 
Be thine the oaken ftaff, or mine the pouch. * “40. 
LOBBIN CLOUT. 
My Blouzelinda. is the blitheft lafs, 
Than primrofe {weeter, or the clover-grafs. 
Fajr isthe king-cup that in meadow blows, 
Fair isthe daifie that befide her grows, _ | 
Fair is the gillyflow’r, of gardens {weet, 4g 
Fair is the mary-gold, for pottage meet. 
But Blouzelind’s than gillyflow'’r more fair, 92. 
Than daifie, mary-gold, or king-cup rare. 
CUDDY. | 
My brown Buxoma is the feateft maid, — 
_ That cer at Wake delightfome gambol play’d. Xo 
Clean as young lambkins or the goofe’s down, 
And like the goldfinch in her Sunday gown. — 
The witlefs lamb may {port upon the plain, 
The frisking kid delight the gaping {wain, _ 
a The 


Thee SQUABBEL E.- oP 
The wanton calf may skip with many a bound, 55 
And my cur 7ray play defteft feats around: 
» But neither lamb nor kid, nor calf nor 7ray, 
Dance like Buxoma:on the firtt of May. 
LOBBIN CLOUT. 
Sweet is my toil when Blouzelind is near, | 
Of her bereft ’ tis winter all the year, 60 
With her no fultry fammer's heat I know; 
; In winter, when fhe’s nigh, with love I glow, - 
Come Blouzelinda, eafe thy {wain’s defire,, 
My fummer’s fhadow and my winter's fire! - 
3 CUDDR 
As with Buxoma once I work’d at hay, 65 
Ev'n noon-tide labour feem’d an holiday s - | 
And holidays, if haply fhe were gone, - 
Like worky-days I wifh’d would foon be done. 
Eftfoons, O {weet-heart kind, my love repay, 
And all ‘the year fhall. then: be holiday. _* » 70 


Line 56. Deft, a old word Aignifying. brisk, or nimble. 
69. Eftfoons from eft an ancient Britith word fgnifying foon. So that efiloorts i $s 4 doub- 
ling of the word {oon, which ‘6S Gs it were, to [ay twice foon, . or ay (Son. 


M | LOBBIN 
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 LOBBIN CLOUT. 
As Blouselinda in a gamefome mood, 
: Behind a haycoek loudly laughing food, 
I lily ran, and: {natch’d a hafty kifZ, 
She wip’d her lips, for took it much amifs, 
Believe me, Cuddy, while I'm bold to fay, a 7 
Her breath was {weetér than the ripen’d hay, 
CUDDN 
As my Saxonia in a morning fair, 
: With gentle finger ftroak’d her milky care, 
| I queintly Role a kifS; at firlt, tis true | 
She frown’d, yet after-granted one or two. 80 
: Lobbin, 1 {wear, believe who will my vows, 
: Her breath by far excell’d the breathing cows. . 
| LOBBIN CLOUT — 
Leek tothe Welch, to Dutchmen butter’s dear, 
Of Jrifh fwains potatoe is the chear 
‘Lime 79. Queint bas varieus fignifications te the anciekt Englith authors. 2 Dave -ufed it de 


this place in thé fame fenfe as Chaucer bath done in bis Miller’s Tale. As Clerkcs 
been full fubtle and queint, (by which be means arch or waggith) and not in that 


eb/cene fenfe wherein he uferh it is the tinesitmediutely following. 
83. Pepitlus xthide'gratifinn, ‘vitis factho, . ° - 
. Formefe Myrtas Venesi, fun Lanrea Phobo.  .- - 
Phillis amat Corylos. Illas dum Phillis amabit, 
Nec Myrtus vincet Corylos nec Laurea Phebi. Ge. Virg. 


Oats 


— et 
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Oats for their feafts, the Scottifh fhepherds grind, 


Sweet turnips are the food of Blouzelind. 

While the loves turnips, butter I'll defpife, 

Nor leeks nor oatmeal nor potatoe prize. 
CUDDY. 


In good roaft-beef my landlord. fticks his knife, 


The capon fat delights his dainty wife, 
Pudding our Parfon eats, the Squire loves hare, 
But white-pot thick is my PBuxoma’s fare. 
While the loves white-pot, capon ne'er fhall be, 
Nor hare, nor beef, nor pudding, food for me. 
es . LOBBIN CLOUT. — 

As once I play'd at Bhindman's-buff, it hapt 
About my'éyes the towel thick ‘was wrapt. — 
I mifs’d the {wains, and feiz’d on Rlouzehnd; 


Te. fpeaks that ancient proverb, Loves is blind - 


CUDDR "* 
As at Hor. Cockle once I laid me down, 
And —_ the — ail of many a clown 3 : 


90 
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-Buxoma gave a gentle tap, andI 


Quick rofe, and read foft mifchief in her eye. : 
LOBBIN CLOUT ~ 

On two near elms, the flacken’d cord I hung, _— 
Now high, now low my Blouzelinda {wung. 
With the rude wind her rumpled garment rofe,  _105 
And fhow’d her taper leg, and fcarlet hole. | 

| eo UD D Yr. 

uk the faHen oak the plank I laid, - 
And my {elf pois'd againft the tott'ring nal. 
High leapt the plank; adown Buxoma fell; - 
I {py’d—~-but faithful {weetheatts . never tell. 110 

LOBBIN picid sana 

This riddle, Cuddy, if thou’ canft; explain, 2: |. 
This wily riddle puzzles‘ev'ry {wain. ._ 1) & 
t What flower is that which bears the Virgin's namey.. : - 
The richeft metal joined with the fame? 

GUDOD ye =". 

Anfwer, thou Catle, and judge this riddle sight, 
lll frankly own thee for a cunning wight. 116 
a? + Margo, * What 


} 


Th SQOUABBLE. rT 
* What flower is that which royal honour craves, 
Adjoin the Virgin, and "tis firown on. graves. 
CLODDIPOLE. 

Forbear, contending louts, give o’er your ftrains, 
An oaken ftaff each merits for his pains. + . = 120. 
But fee the fun-beams bright to labour warn, 
And gild the thatch of goodman Hodges’ barn. 
Your herds for want of water ftand adry, 


They're weary of your fongs—--and {o am I. 


117. Dic quibus in terris infcripti nomina Regu’ | 
Nafcantur Flores. Virg. * Rofemary. 
120, Et vitula tu dignus &. bie. Virg. 


TUESDAY; 


MARIAN. 
“ ” OUNG Colin Clout; a lad of peerlefs 


SM Full well could dance, and deftly tune 
mie the reeds 

In‘ ev'ry wood his carrols {weet were known, 

At ev'ry wake his nimble feats were fhown. 


The DITTY. 
When in the ring the ruftick routs he threw, 


The damfels pleafures with his conquefts grew; _ 


Or when aflant the cudgel threats his head, 
His danger fmites the breaft of ev'ry maid, 


But chief of Marian. Marian iov'd the {wain, 


The Parfon’s maid, and neateft of the plain. 
Morian thet {oft could froke the udderd cow, | 
Or leffen with her fieve the bartly mow ; 

Marbled with fage the hard’ning cheefe fhe prefs'd, 
And yellow butter Marian's skill confefs’d ; 

But Marian now devoid of country cares, 

Nor yellow butter nor fage cheefe prepares. 

For yearning loye the witlefs maid employs, — 
And Love, fay fwains, all bufie heed “eprops 

Colin makes mock at all her piteous {mart, 

A lafs that Cic'ly. hight, had won his heart, 

Cic'y the weftern lafs that tends the Kee, 

The rival of the Parfon’s maid was fhe. 


_ 21. Kee, a Wef-Coustry Word for Kine or Cows, 


($7 
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ss SECOND .PASTORAL 
In dreary fhade now Marian lyes along, 
And mixt with fighs thus wails in plaining fong. 

Ah woful day ! ah woful noon and ‘morn! 26 
When firft by thee my younglings white were fhorn, 
Then firft, I ween, I ¢aft a lover's eye, ~ - ; 

My fheep. were filly, but more filly I. 
Beneath the fhears they felt no lafting {mart, 
They loft but fleeces while Flof a heart. - os 30 
~ Ah Colin! canft thou leave thy Sweetheart true ! | 
What I have done for thee will: Cic ly do} 
Will fhe thy linaen wath or hofen darn, . | 
And knit thee gloves made of her own-{pun i 
Will fhe with hufwife’s hand provide thy meat, "35 
And ev'ry Sunday morn ‘thy neckcloth plait? 
Which o’er thy kerfey doublet -fpreading wide, 
In fervice-time drew Cic’h’s eyes: afide. 

~Where-e’er I gad I-cannot hide my care, 
My new difafters in my look appear. 
White as the curd my ruddy cheek 1s grown, 40 
So thin my features that I’m hardly known; 

Our 


The DITTY. — = | & 
Our neighbours tell me oft in joking talk 
Of afhes, leather, oatmeal, bran and chalk; — 
Unwittingly of Marian they devine, 4g 
And wift not that with thoughtful love I pine. 
Yet Colin Clout, untoward fhepherd {wain, © 
Walks whiftling blithe, while pitiful I plain. — 

Whilom with thee ’twas Marian's dear delight 
To moil all day, and merry-make at night © 50 
If in the foil you guide the crooked fhare, 
Your early breakfaft is my conftant care. i 
And when with even hand you ftrow the grain, | 
I fright the thievifh rooks from off the plain. 
In mifling days. when I'mythrefher heard, = —S_ 55 
With nappy beer I to the barn repair’d ; 7 
Loft in the mufick of the whirling flail, 
To gaze on thee I left the fmoaking pail; 
In harveft when the Sun was mounted high, 
My leathern bottle did thy drought fupply; = 60 
When-e’er you mow’d I follow’d with the.rake, . 
And have full oft been fun-burnt for thy fake; - 
N | When 


1H 
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When in the welkin gath’ring fhow'rs were feen, 

I lage’d the laft with Coka on the green ; 

And when at eve returning with thy cary, 

Awaiting heard the gingling bells from far; . 

Strait on the fire the footy pot I plac’s, 

To warm thy broth I bumt my hands for hafte. 

When. hungry thou. ftood'k Auring, like an Oa, 

I flicd the luncheon from the barby loaf, 

With crumbled bsead FE thicken’d welt ghy mefs. 

Ah, love me nore, on love thy pottage lefs! 
Laft Friduy's.eve, wher as.the fun. was fet, 

I, near yoni frile, three faltow gypfies met. © 

Upon my hand, they: caft a powing look, | 


Bid me beware, and thrice: their heads.they: fhook, 


They faid that, many. crofles I muff prove, 

Some in my worldly gain,. but moff in love. 
Next morn [ mifs’d thwee hems and our old cock, 
And off the hedge: two pinnens. and a fmock. 

I bore thefe loffes with a. cliciftian mind; 

And no mifhaps.could feel, while shou wert kind. 


But 


Se 
etl 
+ Ra Rp yee ee” 


Lhe DITTN 


But fince, alas! I grew my Colin's (corn, 


92 


['ve known no pleafure, night, of noon, of morn. 


Help me, ye gypfies, bring him home again, | 
And to a conftant lafs give back. het {wainh. 


Have I not fate with thee full many a night, 


When dying embers were our only light, 

When ev'ry creature did in flumbers lye, 

Befides our cat, my Colin Clout; and I? 

No troublous thoughts the cat or Colin tnove, 

While I alone am kept awake by love. 
Remember, Colin, when at laft year's wake, 

I bought the coftly prefent for thy fake, 

Couldft thou fpell o’er the pofie on thy knife, 

And with another change thy ftate of life? 

If thou forget’ft, I wot, I can repeat, 

My memory can tell the verfe fo {weet. 

As this is grav'd upon this knife of thine, 

So is thy image on this heart of mine. 

But woe is me! Such prefents lucklefs prove, 

For Knives, they tell me, always fever Love. 
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92 SECOND PASTORAL. | 
Thus Marian wail'd, her eye with tears brimfull, © ; 
When Goody Dobbins brought her cow to bull. 
With apron blueto dry her tears fhe fought,. . 10s 
Then faw the cow well ferv'd, and took a groat. | 


‘D U M Pp Ss 


SPARABELLA: 
© HE wailings of a maiden: I‘ recite, 
A maiden fair, that Sparabella hight. 


| Such ftrains ne'er warble in the lin- 
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No mag-pye chatter’d, nor the painted jay, 
No ox was heard to low, nor afs to bray. 
No rufling breezes play'’d the leaves among, 
While thus her madrigal the damfel fung. 

A while, O D'Urfey, lend an eat or twain, 
Nor, though in homely guife, my verfe difdain; 
W hether.thou feek’ft new kingdoms in the fun, 
Whether thy mufe does at New-market run, 

Or does with gofflips at a feaft regale, 
And heighten her conceits with fack and ale, 
Or elfe at wakes with Foaw and Hodge rejoice, 


Where D’ Urfey’s lyricks {well in every voices 


Yet fuffer me, thou bard of wond’rous meed, 
Amid thy bays to weave this rural weed. 


Now the Sun drove adown the weftern road, - 


And oxen laid at reft forget the goad, 


Line 5. Immemor Herbarum quos eft mirata juvenca 
Certantes quorum fiupéfatie carmine Lynces; 
Et matata [ues requierant Aamina cur{ns. Virg. 
9. Tis mihi fou magni [uperas jam faxa Timavi, 
Sive ovam L{lyrict legis equoris- 
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18. Ax Opera weitiew by this Author, called the World in the San, er the Kingdom 
of Birds; be is al/o famows for bis Song on the New-market Horfe Race, ard feev- 


val others that are fung by the Britith Swans. 
17. Meed. ais old word for Fame or Renown. 
: Hane fine tenipora circum 
Inter vitlricses ederam tivi ferpere lauros. 
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The clown fatigu’d trudg’d homeward with his fpade, 
Acrofs the meadows ftretch’d the lengthen’d fhade : 
When SparabeHa penfive and forlorn, 
Alike with: yearning love and Izbour worn, | 
Lean’d on her rake, and ftrait with doleful guile 25 
Did this fad plaint in. nseanful notes devite. 

Come night as dauk aa pitch, {wrround. my head, 
From Spavabalha Ruwmkinet is fled: 
The ribbon that his val'xous candgel won, 
Laft Sunday happier Clussfiie put on. 30. 
Sure if he'd eyes (Aus Love, they fay, has none) 
I whilome by that ribbon: had been Known. 
Ah, well-a day! I’m fhent with baneful fmart, 
For with the ribban he beftaw’d his heart: 

My plaint » We laffes, uth this burthen ata, 35. 
Tis bard fo true a damfel dies amaid. 

Shall heavy: Chisfilis with me compare: 
View this, ye: lovers, and: like me defpair.. 


25. Incumbens tereti Damon fic cepit Olive. . 
33- Shent, and old ward‘fignifying Hurt or harmed. 
37- Mopfo Nifa datur. quid non fperemus Atmantes?* —  Virg. 


6 THIRD PASTORAL 
Her blubber'd lip by {mutty pipes is worn, 
And in her breath tobacco whiffs are born; 40 
The cleanly cheefe-prefs fhe could never. turn, - 
Her awkward fift did ne’er employ the churn; | 
If eer the brew’d, the drink wou'd ftrait gO four, 
Before it ever felt the thunder’s power: 
No hufwifry the dowdy creature knew; 45 
To fum up all, her tongue confefs’d the fhrew. 
My plaint, ye laffes, with this burthen aid, 
‘Tis hard [o true a damfel dies a maid. 
Ive often {een my vifage in yori lake, 
Nor are my features of the homelieft make.. 50. 
Though Clumfilis may boaft a whiter dye, 
Yet the black floe turns in my rolling eye; 
And faireft blofloms drop with -ev’ry blaft, - 
But the brown beauty will like hollies laft. 
Her wan complexion’s like the wither’d leck, $5 
While Katherine pears adorn my ruddy cheek. 


49. Nec fum adeo informis, nuper me in Littore vidi. Virg. 
53. Aba liguftra cadunt, vaccinia nigra leguntur. 


Yet 
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Yet fhe, alas! the witlefs lout hath won, | 
And by her gain, poor Sparabell’s undone! 
Let hares and hounds in coupling ftraps unite, 
The clocking hen: make ‘friendfhip with the kite, 
Let the fox fimply wear the nuptial noofe, = 61 
And join in wedlock with the wadling goofe ; 
For love hath brought a ftranger thing to pafs, 
The faireft fhepherd weds the fouleft lafs. _ _ 
My plaint, ye laffes, with this burthen aid, 65 
Tis hard fo true a damfel dies a maid. 7 
Sooner fhall cats difport in waters clear, 
And {peckled mackrels graze the meadows fair, 
Sooner fhall {criech-owls bask ‘in funny day, = 
And the flow afs.on trees; like {quirrels, play, a 70 
Sooner {hall {nails on infe@ pinions rove, 
Than I forget my fhepherd’s wonted love! 
My plaint, ye laffes, with this burthen aids | 
Tis hard fo true a damfel dies a maid. 


Et freta deflituent nudos in littore Pifcesm—— 
Quam nofiro illius labatur petiore vultus. Virg. 


Ah! 
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Ah! didft thou know what proffers I withfrood, 75 

When late I met the Syurra iri yonder wood! 

To me he fped, regardlefs of his game, 

While all my cheek was glowing red with fhame; © 

My lip he kifs’d, and prais'd my healthful look, — 


Then from his purfe of filk a Guwneatook, ‘80 


Into my hand he fore’d the tempting gold, 
While I with modef ftruggling broke his hold. 
He {wore that Dick in liv’ry firip’d with lace, 
Should wed me foan, to keep me from difgrace : 
But I nor footman priz'd nor golden fee, = —s_ 85 
For what is lace or gold compar'd to thee? | 
My plaint, ye laffes, with this burthen aid, 
‘Fit bard fo ssue a dawfes dies a mard. 
Now plain I ken whence Love his rife begun. 
_Sute he was born fome snag en fon. $a 


89. To ken. Scire ee to Ken a Kende wens A & cunnan Gorb. . Kuansn. ger 
manis Kennen, Danis Kiende. Jflandis . Kugna, Belgis Kennen. Yis word is 
—— meral ufey but not very. consman, Mypugh. vot uoknowyn 1, the ‘alga Sen fos st 3 
cere is well known and ufed to difcover by the eye. Ray. FR 
Nunc feio quid fit Amor, &c. = 
Crudelis mater magis ah puer inapecclites Mla? 
Improbus ille puer, crudelis tu quoque matey Veg. 
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Bred up in fhambles, where our younglings flain, 
Erft taught him mifchief and to {port with pain. 
The father only filly fheep annoys, | 
The fon the fillier fhépherdefs deftroys. 

Does fon or father preater mifchief do? «9 
The fire is cruel, fo the fon is too, 
My plaint, ye laffes, axth this burthers aid; 

‘Tis bard fo true a damfel dies a maid. | 
Farewel, ye woods, ye meads, ye ftreams that flows 
A fudden death fhall rid me of iriy woe. - 00 
This penknife keen my windpipe fhall divide. . 
What, fhall I fall as fquedking pigs have dy'd! 
No--To fome tree this carcafs I'll fufpend. 


_ But worrying curs find fuch untimely end! 


I'll {peed me to the pond, where the high ftool 10s 
On the long plank hangs o'er the muddy pool, 

That ftool, the dread of. evry {colding quean 

Yet, fure a lover fhould not dye fo mean! 


D9. ——a omamenne omens VIVIIE Sylva, 
Preceps aevii [pecula de montis in undas 
Defera Virg. 
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There placd aloft, Ill rave and rail by fits, © 
Though all the parifh fay I’ve lof my wits; .. 110: 
And thence, if courage holds, my felf PH throw, 


And quench my paffion in the lake below. | 


Ye laffes, ceafe your burthen, ceafe to moan, - 
And, by my cafe forewarn'd, go mind your own. 

The fun was fet; the night came on a-pace; 115 
And falling dews bewet around the ’place, _ 
The bat takes airy rounds on leathern wings, 
And the hoarfe owl his woful dirges fings; _ 
The prudent maiden deems it now too late, — 
And. 'till to morrow comes defers her fate. | 120 


THURSDAY, 


_ HOBNELIA, . 
- OBN ELI A, feated in a hols vale, 
; : ‘In penfive mood rehears’d her piteous tale, 


am Her piteouis tale-the winds in fighs bemoan, 
i” And pining. eccho. an{wers groan for groan, 


I rue the day, a rueful day I trow, poe: 
The woful day,'a day.indeed of woe! - = | 
When Lubberkin to town his cattle drove; | 
A maiden fine bedight he Aapt to.love; 


Line. 
8. Dight or “bedight, from the San: word ight, which fonfer to Se in _— 
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T he iin fine bedight his ‘ive tetaing, ° — _ | 
| And. for the village. he forfakes the plains. © | os 10 


Return my Lubberkin, thefe ditties hear; — 
Spells will Itry, and fpells fhall cafe my cate. 
With my fharp heel I three times mark, the grounds. 
‘And turn me thrice around, around, around. 
When firft the year, I heard the cuckow fing, 15 
And call with welcome note the budding fpring, 
I ftraitway fet a running with fuch hafte, 
Deb’rab that won the {mock {carce ran fo faft. 
Till {pent for lack of breath, quite Weaty grown, — 
Upon a rifing bank I fat adown, = * tg 
Then doffd my fhoe, and by my troth, T 1 fear, 
Therein I {py'd this yellow frizled hait, | 
As like to Lubberkin’s in curl and hue, | : 
As if upon his comely pate. it ore. . | 
With my foarp heel I-three times mark: rhe sri 25~ 
And turn me thrice-around, around, eroiind, | 
Aceve lat Midfimmer no fleép ¥ foughe, ae Es 
But to the field a bag of hemp-feed brought, - 


21. Doff and don, contrafted from the words do off and do on. 
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I fcatter'd’ round the feed on ev'ry fide, 
And three times in a trembling accent cry'd, =. 30 
This hemp-[eed with my virgin band I fow, 
Who foall my eruedove be, the crop foall mow. 
I ftrait look’d back, and if my eyes fpeak truth, 
With his keen fcythe behind me came the youth. 
With my foarp heet Fthree times mark the ——— 33 
And turn me thrice around, around, around. 
Lat Valentine, the day when birds of kind 
Their paramours with mutual chirpings ind; 
I rearly rofe, jufk at the break of day, : 
Before the fun had chas’d the fkars aways 40 
A-field I went, amid the morning dew 
To. milk my kine (for fo fhauld. hufwives do) . . 
Thee firgt ‘FP fpy’d, and the firft: {wain. we fee, 
In {pite of fortune fall our truec-love be; 
See, Lubberkin, cach bird his partner take, © 45 
And canft thou then thy fweethcast dear forfake? 
With my foarp heel I three tivses mark. the ground, 
And turn me thrice around, around, aroind: ~ 
Laft 
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Laft May-day fair I fearch’d to find a {nail 

That might my. fecret lover’s name reveal ; 50 

Upon a goofeberry bufh a {nail I found, 

For always {nails near fweeteft fruit abound. 

I feiz’d the vermine, home I quickly fped, 

And on the hearth the milk-white embers oe | 

Slow crawl'd the {nail, and if I night can cial 

In the foft afhes mark’d a curious L: 

Oh, may this wondrous omen lucky secant 

For L isfound in Lubberkin and Love. 7 
With my fbarp heel I three times mark the srand,. 

And turn me thrice around, around, around. 60 
Two hazel-nuts I threw into the flame, | 

And to each nut I gave a {weet-heart’s name. - 

This with the loudeft bounce me fore ‘amaz’d, 

That in a flame of brighteft colour blaz’d. 

As blaz’d the nut fo may thy paflion grow, = _ 6s 

For ’twas thy nut that did fo brightly ne 


64. Aye etl Atagias de/oray eRe age ae 
MSe. x ws dura ae ei eerme ease, ‘Theoe. 
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The SPELL | 105 
With my {harp heel I three times mark the ground, 
And turn me thrice around, around, around. 
As peafcods once I pluck’d, I chanc’d to fee 
One that was clofely fill'd with three times three, — 
Which when I crop’d I fafely home convey’d, 71 
And o'er my door the fpell in fecret laid, 
My wheel I turn’d, and fung a ballad new, 
While from the {pindle I the fleeces drew ; 
The latch mov’d up, when who fhou'd firft come in, 
But in his proper perfon,--—Lubberkin. . «76 
I broke my yarn furpriz’d the fight to fee, 
Sure fign that he would break his word with me. 
Eftfoons I join'd it with my wonted flight, 
So may again his love with mine unite! _ 80 | 
With my foarp heel I three times mark the ground, 
And turn me thrice around, around, around. 
This Lady-fly I take from off the grafs, 
Whofe {potted back might fcarlet red furpafs. 


66. Daphnis me malus urit, ego banc in Daphnide. 
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Fly, Lady-Bifd, North, South, ot Eaft or Weft, 85 
Fly where the Men is found that { tove beff. 

He leaves thy hands fed td the Weft he's flown, 


To cali my truelove from the faithlefs town. 


_ With my foarp beel 1 vbree times wark the ground, 

And turn me thrice around, dreund, aroutd. 90 
This mellow pippin, which I paré around, 

My fhepherd’s name {fall flourifh on the ground, 

I fling th’ unbroken paring o’er my fread, 

Upon the grafs a perfe& © is read 

Yet on my hearta fairer L is feen 95 

‘Than whatthe paring tarks updn the green. 

With my foarp heel 1 three times mark the ground, 
And turn me thrice around, around, atound. 

This pippi fhall another tryal make, | 
See from the core two kernels brown If takes 193 
This on my cheek for Lubberkin is wom, a 
And Boobyclod on tother fide is bore. 

93. Tranfque Caput jace; ne re{pexeris. Virg. 


But 
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But Boobycled {aon drops upon the ground, 
A certain taken that his love's ynfound, a, 
While Lubberkin ticks firmly to the left; 19 
Oh were his lips t@ mine but join’d fo faft!. 
With my fharp heel F three times mark the ground, 

And turn me thrice around, around; around. 

As Lubberkin once flept beneath a tree, | 
I twitch’d his dangling garter from his Knees 110 
He wift net when the hempen ftring I drew, | 
Now mine I quickly doff of inkle blue; . 
Together faft I rye the garterstwain, 
And while I knjt the knot repeat this ftrain. 
Three times a true-love’s knot [tye fecure, |. . ts 
Firm be the knot, firm may bis love endure. 

With my fharp heel I three times mark the ground, 
And turn me thrice around, around, around. 

As I was wont, I tradg’d laft market-day 
To town, with new-laid eggs preferv'd in hay. —-120 


109. Nefe tribus nodis ternos, Amarylli, coleres 
Nette, Amarylli modo, §f Veweris dic vincula netto. Virg. 
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I made my market long before ’twas night, — 
My purfe grew heavy and my basket light. 
Strait to the pothecary’s fhop I went, a 
And in love-powder all my mony fpent; 

Behap what will, next funday after prayers,  —«-125 
When to the ale-houfe Lubberkin repairs, 

Thefe golden flies into his mug I'll throw, 

And foon the fwain with, fervent love {hall glow. 
With my fharp heel I three times mark the ground, 
And turn me thrice around, around, around. 130 

But hold—-our Light-foot barks, and cocks his ears, 
O’er yonder ftile fee Lubberkin appears. 
He comes, he comes, Hobnelia’s not bewray’d, 
Nor {hall fhe crown’d with willow die a maid. 
He vows, he {wears, he'll give mea green gown, 
Oh dear! I fall adown, adown, adown! 


123. Has Herbs, atque bec Ponto mibi les venend 

Ipfe dedit Meris. Virg. 
127. ——— [lordv xexov due xcy bite, Theoc. 
131. Nefcio guid certe ef: {9 Hylax in limine latrat. 
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BUMKINEZT. GRUBBINOL.. 


BUMKINET. 


fe 2 HY, Grubbinol, dof thou fo wiftful feem? 
= There’s forrow in thy look, if right I deem. 


s@ ’Tis true, yon oaks with yellow tops ap- 


And chilly blafts begin to nip the years 


* Dirge, or Dyrge, @ mournful Ditty or Song of Lamentation over the dead, not a contratti- 
on of the Latin Dirige in the popifo Hymn Dirige Greflus meos, as fome pretend. But from 
the Teutonick Dyrke, Laudare, to praife and extol. Whence it is pofible their Dyrke and our 
Dirge, was @ laudatory Song to commemorate and applaud the Dead. Cowell’s Interpreter.- 
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From the tall elm a fhow'r of leaves is born, — 4 

And their loft beauty riven beeches mourn. 

Yet ev'n this {eafon pleafance blithe affords, . 

Now the {queez’d prefs foams with our apple hoards. 

Come, let us hye, and quaff a cheary bowl, 

Let cyder new wah forrow from thy foul. ; 10 
GRUBBINOL. 

Ah Bumkinet\ fince thou from hence wert gone, 
From thefe fad plains all merriment is flown ; | 
Should I reveal my grief ’twould {poil thy chear, | 
And make thine eye o'er-flow with many a tear. 

BUM KI NET. 

Hang Sorrow! Let'sto yonder butt repair, 15 
And with trim fonnets caf aivay our care. — 

Gillian of Croydon well thy pipe can play, 


- Thou fing’ ft moft {weet, oer hills and far away. 


Of Patient Griffel 1 devile to fing, _ 
And catches quaint fhall make the vallies ring. = 20 


1g. Lncipe Mopfe prior fe quos aut Phyllidis ignes 
Aut Alconis babes Laudes, aut purgia Coat. 


Come, 
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Come, Grubbsinol, beneath this fhelter, come, 
From hence we view out flocks fecurely. roam. 
GRUBBINOL. 
Yes, blithefome lad, a tale I mean to fing, 


But with my woe fhall diftant valleys ring. 

The tale fhall make our kidlings droop their head, 

For woe is me {+--our Blouzelind is dead. 26 
| BUM KINET. 
Is Blouzelinda dead? fatewel my glee! 

No happinefs is now referv'd for me. 

As the wood pigeon cooes without his mate, 

So fhall my doleful dirge bewail her fate. 30 

Of Blouzelinda fair I mean to tell, 

The peerlefs maid that did all maids excell. 
Henceforth the mora fhall dewy forsow fhed, 

And ev’ning teats upon the grafs be {pread ; 

The rolling ftreams with watry grief fhall low, 35 

And winds fhall moan aloud-—-when loud they blow. 

Henceforth, as oft as autumn fhall return, | 

The dropping trees, whene’er it tains, {hall mourn; 
a7. Glee, Joys from the Dutch, Glooren, to recreate. This 
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This feafon quite fhall ftrip the country’s pride, 
For ‘twas in autumn Blouzelinda dy’d. 40 

Where-e’er I gad, I Blouzelind fhall view, 
‘Woods, dairy, barn and mows our paffion knew. 
When I direct my eyes to yonder wood, 
Frefh rifing forrow curdles in my blood. 
Thither I've often been the damfel’s guide, 4g 
When rotten fticks. our fuel have fupply’d ; 
There I remember how her faggots large, 
Were frequently thefe happy fhoulders charge. 
Sometimes this crook drew hazel boughs adown, 
And ftuff'd her apron wide with nuts fo brown; 50 
Or when her feeding hogs had mifs’d their way, | 
Or wallowing ’mid a feaft of acorns lay ; 
Th’ untoward creatures to the ftye I drove, 
And whiftled all the way —- or told my love. 

If by the dairy’s hatch I chance to hie, '§5 
I thall ther goodly countenance efpie, 
For there her goodly countenance I’ve feen, 
‘Set off with kerchief ftarch’d and Pinners clean. 


Sometimes, 
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Sometimes, like wax, fhe rolls the butter round, 
Or with the wooden lilly prints thé pound. — 60 
Whilome I’ve feen her skim the clouted créam, 
And prefs from fpongy curds the milky ftream. 
But now, alas! thefe ears fhall hear no more 
The whining {wine furround the dairy door, 
No more her care fhall fill the hollow tray, | 65 
To fat the guzzling hogs with floods of whey. 
Lament, ye {wine, in gruntings {pend your grief, 
For you, like me, have loft your fole relief. 

When in the barn the founding flail I ply, 
Where from her fieve the chaff was wont to fly, 70 


The poultry there will feem around to ftand, 


Waiting upon her charitable hand. | 
No fuccour meet the poultry now can find, 
For they, like me, have loft their Blouzelind. 
Whenever by yon barley mow I pafs, 75 
Before my eyes will trip the tidy Jafs. 
I pitch’d the fheaves (oh could I do fo now) 
Which {fhe in rows pil’d on the growing mow. 
| Q | There 


ST 
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There ev'ry deale my heart by lowe was gain’d, 
Fhere the fweet kifs my conrthip has explain 0 
Ah Blouzelind! that mow I ne'er fhall fte, | 
But thy memorial will revive in me. . 

Lament, ye fields; and rueful fymptoms fhew, — 
Henceforth let not the fmelling primroft grows | 
Let weeds. inftead of butter-flow'ss appear, 26 
And meads, inftead of daifies, hemlock bear; 
For cowftips fweet ket dandelions {pread, 
For Blouzekndu; blithfome maid, is.dead} 
Lament ye fwains, and oer her grave bemoan, 
And fpell ye right this verfe upon herftone. = 90 
Here Blouzelinda lyes----Alas, alas! | | 
Weep {bepherds--and remember flefh ws grafs. 

GRUBBINOL. 

Albeit thy. fongs are {weeter to. mine. ear, 
Than to the thirfty. cattle rivers clear} 

84. Pro molli viola, pro purpyreo Nariifo. — —  » 

Carduus, €P fpinis furgit Paliurus acutts. Vig, 
90. Et Tumulum facitey PF tumuylo fuperaddite Carmen, - | 
93. Tale tuung Carmen nobis, Deviug Poecta, 
—Quale fopor felis in gramine: quale per eftum 
Dulcis, agye Sajiepty jitio. reffingypre, rive.” 


Nos tamen hee. quocumque.modo tibi noftra vicifim, : a: ; : 
Dicemus, Daphninque tuum tollemus ad aftra. Virg. 
= a Or 
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Or winter porridge to the lab’ting. youth, 95 
Or bunns and fugar to the damfel’s tooth; 
Yet Blouzelinda’s name fhall tune my fay, 
Of her I'll fing for ever and for aye. — 4 
_ When Bhouzelind expir'd, the weather's bell 
Before. the drooping’ flock told forth Her knell; 10d 
The folemn death-watch click’d the. hdur fhe’ dy'd, 
And fhrilling crickets in the chimney cry’d; | 
The boding raven on her cottage fate, . 
And with hoarfe croaking. warn'd us of het fate ; ; 
The lambkin, which. her wonted tendance bred, 105 
Drop’d on the plains that fatab inftane dead ; . 
Swarm'd on a rotten ftick. the bees I fpy’d, © 
Which erft I faw when. goody Dobfon dy'd. « — 

How fhall I, void of tears, her death relate, 
While on her dearling’s bed her mother fate! 110 
Thefe words the dying Blouzelinda poke, Po 
And of the dead les none’ the wilt revoke. 


96. Belasor maergpons Te veretuerd abs adie. oe Thee, eH 


Q2 | | Mother, 
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Mother, quoth fhe, let not the poultry need, 

And give the goofe wherewith to raife her breed, 

Be thefe my fifter’s care---and evry miorn A 

Amid the ducklings let-her {catter corn ; | 

The fickly calf that’s hous’d, be fure to tend, 

Feed him with milk, and from bleak colds defend. 

Yet e’er I die—-fee,: mother yonder {helf, 

There fecretly I've hid my worldly pelf. . 20 

Twenty good fhillings in a rag I laid, | OS 

Be ten the Parfon’s, for my fermon paid. 

The reft is yours---my {pinning-wheel and take, 

Let Sufan keep for her. deat fifter’s fakes ~ 

My new ftraw-hat that’s trimly lin’d with green, 12 

Let Peggy wear, for {he’s a damfel' clean, 

My leathern bottle, long in harvelts. try’d; 

Be Grubbinol’s—this filver ring befide:.- ' = 


Three filver pennies, and a ninepence bent, 


A token kind, to Bumkinet isfent. =~ 130 


Thus {poke the maiden, while her — cry'd, 
And peaceful, like the harmlefs lamb, fhe dy’d. 
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To fhow their love, the neighbours fat and near, 
Follow’d with wiftful look the damfel’s bier. 

Sprigg’d rofemary the lads and laffes bore, =——135 
While difmally the Parfon walk’d before. 

Upon her grave the'rofemary they threw, © 

The daifie, butter-flow’r and endive blue. 

After the good man warn’d us from his text, _ 
That none cou’d tell whofe turn would be:the next ; 
He faid, that heay’n would take her foul, ‘no doubt, 141. 
- And {poke the hour-glafs in her praife—-quite out. 

To her {weet mem’ry flow’ry garlands ftrong,:" * 
Over her now empty feat aloft were hung, 

With wicker rods we fencd hertomb around, — 145 
To ward from man and beaft the hallow’d ground, 
Left her new grave the Parfon’s cattle raze, 

For both his horfe and cow the church-yard graze. 
Now we trudg’d homeward. to her mother’s farm, 
To drink new cyder mull’d, with ginger warm. — 150 

For gaffer Zread-well told us by the by, 
Exceffive forrow is exceeding dry. 
W hile 
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While bulls bear horns upon their curled brow, 
Or laffes with foft ftroakings milk the cow; 
While padling ducks the ftanding lake defire, 155 
Or batt’ning hogs roll in the finking mire; _ 
While moles the crumbled earth in hillocks raife, 
So long fhalt fwains tell Blouzelinda’s praife. 
Thus wail'd the louts in melancholy ftrain, 
Till bonny Sufan fped a-crofs the plain s 160 
‘They feiz’d the lafs in apron clean array'd, 
And tothe ale-houfe forc’d the willing maid; 
In ale and kiffes they forget their cares, 
And Sufan Blouzelinda's \ofs repairs. 


153. Dum jaga montis Aper, flavios dum Pifcis amabit 
Dumque Thymo pafcentur apes, Dum rore cicada, 
Semper hones nowmenyue tuum, laade{que manebsst. 


SATURDAY. 
OR, THE 


EF L.icGoasaigTs 


BOWZ YTBEUS.. 
SBUBLIMER ftrains, O mftick Mute, 


‘prepare; 


te. 


> E ya Forget a-while the bain nl “daisy's cate; 
ease Thy homely voice toloftier numbers raife, 
The drunkard’s flights require {onorous lays, 
With Bowzybeus fongs exalt thy verfe, $ 
While rocks.and woods the various notes rehearfe: 
‘Twas in the feafon when the reapers toil 

Of the ripe: harveft ’gan to rid the foil; 

: | Wide 
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Wide through the field was feen a goodly rout, 
Clean damfels bound the gather'd fheaves about, 
The lads with fharpen’d hook and {weating brow 
_ Cut down the labours of the winter plow. 

To the near hedge young Sufan fteps afide, . 
She feign’d her coat or garter was unty’d, 

W hat-e’er fhe did, fhe ftoop’d adown unfeen, 
And merry reapers, what they lift, will ween. 
Soon fhe rofe up, and cry’d with voice fo fhrill 
That eccho anfwer'd from the diftant hill; 

The youths and damfels ran to Sufan’ s aid, 
Who thought fome adder had the lafs difmay’d. 
~ When faft afleep they Bowzybeus {py'd, 

His hat and oaken ftaff lay clofe befide. 

That Bowzybeus who could {weetly fing; 

Or with the rozin’d bow torment the ftring s 7 
That Bowzybeus who with finger’s fpeed:. 


Could call foft warblings from the breathing reed ; 


Line 22. Serta procul lantum capiti delapfa jaccbant.  - _..Virg, 9. 0 


10 


20 


25 


That 
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That Bowzybeus who with jocond tongue, 
Ballads and roundelays and catches fung. © 
They loudly laugh to fee the damfel’s fright, 
And in difport furround the drunken wight. 30 
Ah Bowzybee, why didft thou ftay fo long? 
The mugs were large, the drink was wondrous ftrong! 
Thou fhould’ft have left the Fair before ‘twas night, 
But thou fat’ft toping till the morning light. | 
Cic'ly, brisk maid, fteps forth before the rout, 35 
And kifs'd_ with {macking lip the fnoring lout. 


For cuftom f ays, Whoe'er this venture proves, 


For fuch a kifs demands a pair of gloves. 


By her example Dorcas bolder grows, 
And plays a tickling ftraw within his nofe. 


He rubs his noftril, and in wonted joke 


40 


The {neering {wains with ftamm’ring {peech befpoke. 


To you, my lads, I'll fing my carrols o’er, 
As for the maids,----I’ve fomething elfe in flore. 


40. Sanguineis frontem moris Pf tempora pingit. Yirg. 
43. Carmina que vultis, cognofcite ; carmina vobis. | 
-  FHare aliud mercedis erit. © Mire, 
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No fooner gan he raife his tuneful fong,. 
But lads and laffes round about him throng. 
Not ballad-finger placd above the croud 
Sings with a note fo fhrilling {weet and loud, 
Nor parifh-clerk who calls the pfalm fo clear, 
Like Bowzybeus {ooths th attentive ear. 

Of nature’s laws his carrols firft begun, 
Why the grave owle can never face the fun. 
For owles, as {wains obferve, deteft the light, 
And only fing and feek their prey by night. 
How turnips hide their {welling heads below, 
And how the clofing colworts upwards grow; 
How Will-a-Wifp mif-leads night-faring clowns, 


45 


$0. 


$5 


O’er hilis, and finking bogs, and pathlefs downs. | 


_ Of ftars he told that fhoot with fhining trail, 
And of the glow-worms light that gilds his tail. 
He fung where wood-cocks in the f{ummer feed, 
And in what climates they renew their breed ; 


47. Nec tantum Phebo gaudet Parnafia rupes 
Nec tantum Rhodope mirantur &f I{marus Orphea. — 


65 


Virg. 
gt. Our fwain had probably read Tuller, from whence he might have colletied thefe phi- 


lofophical obfervations. 
Namgue canebat uti magnum per inane coatta &e. Virg. 


some 
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Some think to northern coafts their flight they tend, 
Or to the moon in midnight hours afcend. © 
W here {wallows in the winter's feafon Keep, 65 
And how the drowfie bat and dormoufe fleep. 
How nature does the puppy’s eyelid clofe, 
Till the bright fun has nine times fet and rofe. 
For hunt{men by their long experience find, 
That puppys {till nine rolling funs are blind. 70 

Now he goes on, and fings of Fairs and fhows, 
For ftill new fairs before his eyes arofe. 
How pedlars ftalls with glitt'ring toys are laid, 
The various fairings of the country maid. 
Long filken laces hang upon thetwine, === _7 
And rows of pins and amber bracelets thine ; 
How the tight lafs, knives, combs, and {ciflars {pys, 
And looks on thimbles with defiring eyes. . — 
Of lott’ries next with tuneful note he told, 
Where filver {poons are won and rings of gold. 80 
The lads and laffes trudge the ftreet along, 
And all the fair is crouded in his fong. 
R 2 The 
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The mountebank now treads the ftage, and fells 


His pills, his balfams, and his ague-fpells ; 
Now o'er and o'er the nimble tumbler {prings, 
And on the rope the ventrous maiden {wings: 
Tack pudding in his parti-coloured jacket 
Toffes the glove, and jokes at ev’ry packet. 
Of Raree-fbows he fung, and Punch’s feats, 


Of pockets pick’d in crowds, and various cheats. 


Then fad he fung the Children in the Wood. 

Ah barb’rous uncle, {tain’d with infant blood! 
~ How blackberrys they pluck’d in defarts wild, 
And fearlefs at the glittering fauchion {mil’d; 
Their little corps the robin-red-breafts found, 
And ftrow’d with pious bill the leaves around. 
Ah gentle birds! if this verfe lafts fo long, 
Your names fhall live for ever in my fong. 

For buxom ‘Foan he {ung the doubtful ftrife, 

How the fly failor made the maid a wife. 


97. Fortunati ambo, fi quid mea carmina poffunt, 
Nulla dies unquam memori vos eximet evo 


35 


- 


95 


100 


Virg 
| 99. A Song in the Comedy of Love for Love, beginning A Soldier and a Sailor, €c. 


To 


The FLIGHTS. 2s 


To louder ftrains he rais’d his voice, to tell = 


‘What woeful wars in Chevy-chace befell, 


When Piercy drove the deer with hound and horn, 
Wars to be wept by children yet unborn ! 
Ah With'rington, more years thy life had crown’d, 105 
If thou hadft never heard the horn or hound! 
Yet fhall the Squire, who fought on bloody ftumps, 
By future bards be wail’d in doleful dumps. 

All in the land of Effex next he chaunts, 
How to fleek mares ftarch quakers turn gallants; 110 
How the grave brother ftood on bank fo green. 
Happy for him if mares had never been! 

Then he was feiz’d with a religious qualm, 
And on a fudden, fung the hundredth pfalm. 

He fung of 7affey Welch, and Sawney Scot, IIS 
Lilly-bullero and the Irifb Trot. 
Why fhould I tell of Bateman or of Shore, 
Or Wantley’s Dragon flain by valiant Moore, 


109. 4 Song of Sir J. Denham’s. See bis Poems, 

112. Et fortunatam fi nunquam Armenta fuiffent 
hayes 

117- Qud loquar aut Scyllam Nif, Kc. Virg. 

117. Old Exglifh Ballads. 


7 he 
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The bow of Rofamond, or Robin Hood, 119 
And how the grafs now grows where Troy town ftood? 
His cartols ceas’d: the lift‘ning maids and {wains 

Seem ftill to hear fome foft imperfe ftrains. 

Sudden he rofe; and as he reels along | 
Swears kiffes {weet fhould well reward his fong. 

The damfels laughing fly: the giddy clown 125 
Again upon a wheat-fheaf drops adown ; | 
The pow’r that guards the drunk, his fleep attends, 
Till, ruddy, like his face, the fun defcends. 


An 


fn ALPHABETICAL CATALOGUE, 


Names, Plants, Flowers, F ruits, Birds, Beatts, | 


Infects, and other material things mentio- | 


ned in thefe Paftorals. 
AY Breakfatt 
-CORNS  Paft. 5, v. 52 | Bull 

Adder , 20 | Bumkinet 

Ale-Houfe 5,8 | Bun. 
Apple 4,126 | Boobyclod 
Apron 2,105. §, 50 | Butter 
Als 3,6. 3, 70 | Bowzybeus 
Autumn 5>3> J, 37 | Butcher 

| Butterflower 
B | Buxoma 

Barley 2, 79 55 78 C 
Ballad-finger 6, 47 yt 
Bat 3, 117 | Calf | 1,16 
Bateman 6, 117 | Capon 
Bays. 3,18 | Carr 
Barn * 1,122. 5,69 | Cat 2,90 
Beech : 5,6 | Cicily 2, 20 
Bee, 5,107 | Clover-grafs | 
Bran 2, 44 | Cloddtpole 
Blackberry __ 6,93 | Churn 
Blind-man’s-buff 1,95 | Colworts 
Bramble. 1,2 | Clumfils 
Bluzelind 1,10. 5,26 | Cock 


Comb 
Cow 
Colin Clout 
Clouted Cream 
Cowlflips 
Chalk 

Cricket 

Curd 

Cud. 
Charth-yard 

~ Cuckow 


Dandelion 
Deborah 
Death-watch 
D'Urfey 
Goody Dobbins 
Deer 

Dick 

Doe | 

Dorcas 
Dragon 

Drink 

Goody Dob/fon 
Duck 
Duckling 
Ducking{tool 


1, 16. 


] 


r, $2. 
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6,77 | Elm 
2, 104 | Endive 
2,1} Epitaph ~ °° * 
5, Ol 3 
(5087-4 - 
2,44 | Fair 
‘§, 102 | Fawn 
§, 62.1 Fox 
I, Fuel 
sy, 148 | | 
4 15 > 2, G 
1, 56 Gilly-flower 
5, 15° | Gloves 
4528 | Glow-worm 
Garter 
Goldfinch 
5>42 | Ginger 
' - 4, 44 | Goofe 
5,87 | Glan of Groydon 
4, 18 | Goofeberry — 
J, 101 | Green Gown 
3,9 | Grafs 
2,104 | Grubbinol 
1, 36 | Gyply 
3, 83 : 
I, 16 H 
6, 39 | Hare © 
6,118 Holyday | 
3» 43 Haycock | 
5,108 | Hazel-Nut 
5,155 | Harve 
— 5,116 | Hemlock 
30 305 Hempfeed 
| Heifer 
Hen 
ie. 4 Pe 3 eee 


Molty 
Hofen 
Hohnelia 
Hoe-cockles 


Goodman Hodges 
Hound 


.Jack-Pudding 
ay 

Joas 

Inth Trott 


Pidiacia Pear 
Kid 

Kerchief 
Kidling 

Kiifs 

Kite 

Kerley Doublet 
Knife 

Kingcup 


Lady Bird 
Leather 
Lamb 
Lebhin Clout 
_ Leve Powder 
Lambkin 
Lottery 
Lark. 


Leathern Bottle — 


Lebterkin 
Lilly 
Leck 
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Lilly-bullero 
Lianet 


‘Mackerell 


35 34 


4, 

¥, 99 

J, ft 

3, 35 
J, 148 
¥, 422 

3» 59 
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May-Day 
Mag-pye 


Marygold 


M 


Midfummer-Eve 


Mole 


Mountebank 
Mow 


Neckcloth 
Nuts 


Ninepence 


Oak 
Oatmeal 
Owl 
Oxen 


Ploughing 


Peafe-cod. - 


Penay 
Pegey, 


¢ | Penknife 
- Pidgeon 


Pedlag: 


Pig. 
Pinner 


Pippin. 
S. 
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1, 36: 
55 so 
§, 1295 
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Zy 44. 
6, $2 
35 10: 
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4, 69 
J, 129 
5, 1265 
3, 10% 

5) 29? 

6, 73: 
35102 

be 5% 

4, 91 
Pottage 


Pottage 
-Potatoe 
Pudding 
‘Primrofe 

Patient Griffel 

Poultry 
Parifh Clerk 


Puppy 
Rake 


Raven 
Robin-hood 
Robin-red-breaft 
Ring 

Rook 

— Rofamond 

Roatt Beef 
Ribbon 
Rofemary 
Riddle 


Swinging 
Spring 
Sawney 
Sage 
Sciffars 
Sheep | 
Straw-Hat 
Sloe 
Smock 
Snail © 


Spinning Wheel . 


Squirrel 
Sugar 
Sufan 
squire 


1,9! 
55 84 
YS» 19 
§, 113 


'- 6, 49 


6, 67 


| FS, 123 
Fy 1935 
' 6,119 
6,95 


6, 80 


Jy 54. 


6,119 
1, 89 
3» 29 

§$, 137 

1, 113 


I, 103 
4,16 
6,119 
ay 13 
6,77 


"2, 28 


J, 1295 
3, 52 


4,18 
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J, 123 
3, 70 
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Sy OF 
_ 4, 84 


‘Sowing 2, 53 
‘Swallow I, 29 
Shore 6, 117 
Swine 5> 64 
Summer I, 61 
Silver Spoon 6, 80 
SparabeHa - 3, 
See-fawing I, 107 
Thimble 6 
-Throftle Ad : 
“4 obacco 3, 40 
Gaffer Treadwell 5,151 
Troy Town 6, 120 
Turn 1, 86 
Thrething 2, 55 
True-loves Knot 4, 115 
Valentine’s Day 4, 37 
Udder I, 4 
~ Ww - 
Wake 2,4 
Weather 5,99 
Winter I, 69 
Weed . 5, 85 
Willa Whip 6; 57 
Wheat-fheaf | 6,126 
Whey §, 66 
Whitepot I, 92. 
Wood. Jy 43. 
Worky Day | . 1, 63 
Woodcock 6, 61 
Whiftling 5> 54 
os Yo 7 
Yarn 4,77. 
Youngling 2, 26 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


HE world, I believe, will take fo little notice of me, 

that I need not take much of it. The criticks ma 
fee by this poem, that Iwalk on foot, which probably may 
fave me from their envy. I fbould be forry to raife that 
paffion in men whom. am fo much obliged to, fince the 
allowed me an honour hitherto only fhown to better writers: 
That of denying me to be the author of my own works. 


Gentlemen, if there be any thing in this poem good e- 
nough to difpleafe you, and if it be any advantage to you 
to afcribe it fome perfon of greater merits I fhall acquaint 
you, for your comfort, that among many other obligations, 
Towe feveral hints of it to Dr. Switt. And if you willfo 
far continue your favour as to write againft it, I beg you 
to oblige me in accepting the following motto. 


---Non tu, in Zriviis, indocte, folebas 
Stridenti, miferum, ftipula, difperdere carmen? 


TRIVIA: 


~w 


[a 


BOO K I. 


Of the Implements i walking the Streets, and Si ign 
of the Weather. 


| HROUGH. winter ftreets to fteer your: 
am courfe aright, 
| fm How to walk clean by mr and fafe by 


- night, 
How joftling crouds, with prudence to decline, 
When to affert the wall, and when refign, - 
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I fing: Thov, Trivia, Goddefs, aid my fong, ; 

Thro’ {pacious ftreets condu& thy bard along ; 

By thee tranfported, I fecurely ftray 

Where winding alleys lead the doubtful way, 

The filent court, and op’ning f{quare explore, 

Sid long perplexing lanes untrod before. 10 

To pave thy realm, and {mooth the broken ways, 

Earth from her womb a flinty tribute pays; 

For thee, the fturdy paver thumps the ground, 

Whilft év’ry ftroke his lab’ring lungs refound ; 

For thee the {cavinger bids kennels glide 15 

Within theit bounds, and heaps of dirt fubfide. 

My youthful bofom burns with thir of fame, 

From the great theme to burld a glorious name, 

Fo ttead im paths to ancient bards unknown, 

‘And bind my temples with a Civic crowns _ 20 

But mote, thy coufitry’s love demands the lays, . 

My country’s be the profit, mine the praife. 

When the bheK youth at chofea ftands rejoice,. 

And clean your foes tefounds from cv'ry voice; 

| When 
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When late their miry fides ftage-coaches fhow, 25. 
And their ftiff horfes through the town move flow; | 
When all the Mg//in leafy ruin lies, | 
And damfels firft renew their oyfter cries: — 
Then let the prudent walker fhoes provide, . : 
Not of the Spanifh or Moroccohides 30 
The wooden heel may raife the dancer's bound, -- 
And with the {callop’d top his ftep be crown'd: 
Let firm, well-hammer'd foles protect thy feet - . 
Thro’ freezing {nows, and rains, and foaking fleet. 
Should the big lafte extend the fhoe too wide, 35 
Each ftone will wrench th’ unwary ftep afide: 
Fhe fudden turn. may ftretch the {welling vein, _ _ 
Thy cracking joint unhinge, or ankle {prain ; 
And when too fhort the modifh fhooes are worn, } | 
You'll judge the feafons. by your fhooting corn. 40 

Nor fhould it prove. thy lefs important care, — 
To chufe a proper coat for winter’s wear. 
Now in thy trunk thy D’ uly habit fold, 
The filken drugget ill can fence the cold; 
T The 
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The frieze’s {pongy nap is foak’d with rain, = gg. 


And fhow’ts foon drench the camlet’s cockled grain: 
True * Witney broad-cloth with its fhag unfhorn, 
Unpierc'd is in the lafting tempeft worn: 

Be this the horfe-man’s fence; for who would: wear: 


Arid the town the foils of Ruffia's bear? 7 ae 


Within the Rogquelaure’s clafp thy hands are pent, 
Hands, that ftretch’d forth invading harms prevent. 
Let the loop'd. Bavaroy the fop: embrace, 

Or his deep cloak ‘be {patter’d o'er with lace: 


That garmetit beft the winter's mge defends, > 5 


W hofe {hapelefs form in ample plaits depends ;. | 

By t various: names in vatious counties known, 

Yet held in ali the true Surrour alone: _ 

Be thine: of Kerfey firm, though fmall the coft, 

Then brave unwet the rain, unchill’d the froft. 60° 
If the ftrong cane firpport thy walking hand, 

Chairmen no longer fhall - watt command ; + ems 


*® A Town in Oxfordfhire. +A Jolephy « a Wrap-Refeal &c. 
: . ; > ’ | - ) a " 7 | : . : ' 


Ev'n 
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Ev'n fturdy. catr-emen fhall thy nod obey, - 
And rattling coaches ftop to make thee way: 
This fhall direé&t thy cautious tread aright, . _ 65 
Though not one glaring lamp enliven night. |. 
Let beaus their canes with amber tipt produce, 
Be theirs for empty fhow, but thine for ufe. . 
In gilded chariots while they loll ateafe, .: =. - 
And lazily infure a life’s difeafe; ag 
While fofter chairs the tawdry load convey | 
To Court, to * White's, Affemblies, or the Play: 
Rofie-complexion’d health thy fteps attends, 
And exercife thy lafting youth defends. oy 
Imprudent men heav'ns choiceft gifts prophane. 75 | 
Thus fome beneath their arm fupport the:cane; 
The dirty point oft checks the carelefs pace, 
And miry {pots thy :clean cravat difgrace 
O! may I never {uch misfortune meet, . 2°: ...: 
May no fuch vicious walkers croud the ftreet, 8 


® White's Coecclato-boufe iw St. James's Street. 
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May Providence o’er-fhade. me with her wings,. sea h 

While the bold Mufe experienc’d dangers fings; i 
Not that I wander from my _ native home, — f 

And (tempting perils) foreign cities roam. \ 

Let Paris be the theme of Galiia’s mufe, - a 


Where flav’ry treads the ftreet in wooden fhoes; _ t 
Nor do I rove in Belgia’s frozen clime, -_ 4 4 
And teach the clumfy boor to skate in. rhyme, = : 
Where, if the warmer clouds in rain defcend, | 

No miry. ways induftrious fteps offend, on 
The rufhing flood from floping pavements pours, — 
And blackens the canals with dirty fhow’'rs. 
Let others Naples’ fmoother ftreets rehearfe, | | ! 
And with proud Roman ftructures grace their verfe, 

Where frequent murders wake the night with groans, © 

And blood in purple torrents dies the ftones; 96 

Nor fhall the Mufe thro’ narrow Vemice ftray, 

Where Gondolas their painted oars difplay. 

O happy ftreets, to rumbling wheels unknown, 

No carts, no coaches fhake the floating town! 100 

oo a Thus 
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Thus was of old Britannia’s city blefs’d, 
E’er pride and luxury her fons’ poffefs’d :. 
Coaches and chariots yet unfafhion’d lay, 
Nor late-invented chairs perplex'd the. way::. 
Then the proud lady trip’'d along the town, | 
And tuck’d up petticoats fecur’d her gown; 
Her rofie cheek with diftant vifits-glow’d, 
And exercife unartful: charms beftow’ds. 
But fince in braided: gold her foot is bound;. 


~ 
7 


14r 


105: 


And a long: trailing-manteau {weeps the ground,.- 140: — 


Her fhoe difdains-the ftreet; the lazy fair - 
With narrow. ftep affects a limping air. | 
Now gaudy pride corrupts the lavifh age, 


And the ftreets flame with glaring equipage; - 


The tricking gamefter. infolently rides, 


a 
a 


Ig: 


With Loves: and. Graces: on--his-chariot’s fides; : 


In fawcy ftate the griping: broker fits, 
And laughs at honefty, and trudging wits: - 
For you, Q:honeft men, thefe ufeful lays: 


Fhe Mufe prepares; I: feek no other praife.. 


1207 
When 
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When fleep is firft difturb’d by mousing crics; 
From fure prognofticks loara to know the the skies, 
Left you of rheums and coughs at night complain; 
Surpriz'd in dreary fogs, or. driving rain. — 
When fuffocating mifts obfcure the motn, — 12$ 
Let thy worft wig, long us'd to ftorms, be worm; 
This knows the powder'd footman, and with care, 
Beneath his flapping hat fecures his hair. 
Be thou, fot ev'ry feafon, juftly dreft, | 
Not brave the piercing froft'with open breaft; 130 
And when the burfting clouds a deluge pour, 
Let thy Surtout defend the drenching thow'r. 

The changing weather cettain figns reveal. 
E’er winter theds her fnow, or frofts conpeal, 
You'll fee the coals in brighter Hathe afpire, 135 
And fulphur tinge with blue.the tifiag firer.-. 
Your tender fhins the {corching heat decline, 
And at the dearth of coals the poor repine ; 
Before her kitchen heatth, the nodding dame 


In fannel mantle wrapt, enjoys the flame; . - 140 | 


Hov’ring 
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Hov'ring, upon her feeble knees fhe bends, 
And all. around the grateful warmth afcends. 

Nor do lefs certain figns the town advife, 
Of milder weather, and ferener skies. 
The. ladies gayly drefs'd, the Afail. adorn 
With various-dyes, and paint the funny morn; 145 
The wanton fawns with frisking pleafure range, 
And chirping fparrows grect the welcome change: _ 
* Not that their minds with greater skill are fraught, 
Endu'd by inftin®, or by reafon taught,, = 150 
The feafons operate on ev'ry breafts. 
Tis bence that fawns:are brisk; and’ ladies dreft: 
When on his box. the nodding coachman {notes, 


And dreams of fancy’d fares; when tavern doors. 


The chairmen idly croud; then ne'er refufe. —s 155 
To truft thy bufie fteps in thinner fhoes. 
| But when. the {winging figns your ears offend _ 
With creaking noife, then rainy floods impend s. 

* Havd equidem credo-quia fit dvinitus ily 


Ingenium, aut rerum foto prudentia wajor. _ - Ving. Georg. 4. 


Soon 


es 


Soon fhall the kennels {well with rapid ftreams, 


And rufh in muddy torrents to the 7hames. ——160.. 


The bookfeller, whofe fhap’s an-open {quare,. 
Forefees the tempeft, and with early care 
Of learning ftrips the railss the rowing crew. 
To tempt a fare, cloath all their tilts in blue: 
‘On hofier’s poles depending ftockings ty‘d, 165 
F lag with the flacken’d gale, from fide to fide; 
Church-monuments foretell the an air; 
Then Niobe diffolves into a tear, 
And f{weats with fecret grief; you'll hear the founds - 
Of whiftling winds, eer kennels break their bounds: 
Ungrateful odours common-fhores diffufe, _ 171 
And dropping vaults diftill unwholefom dews 
Fer the tiles rattle with the {moaking fhow’, . 
And {pouts on heedlefs men their torrents pour.. 
All {uperftition from thy breaft repel. oe, 175 
Let cred’lous boys, and prattling nurfes tell, 
How, if the feftival of Paul be clear, 
Plenty from lib’ral horn fhall ftrow the year; 
: When 


‘ 
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When the dark skies ‘diffolve in {now or rain, 
The lab’ring hind ‘fhall yoke the fteer if. vain ; 180 
But if the threatning winds in tempefts roar, 
Then war fhall bathe her wafteful fword in gore. - 
How, ifon Suwithin’s feaft thé welkin lours, | 
And ev'ry penthoufe ftreams with hafty fhow'ts, 
Twice twenty days fhall clouds’ their fleeces drain, 185 
And wath the pavements with inceffant rain. 
Let not fuch vulgar tales debafe thy mind ; 
Nor Paul not Swithin rule the clouds and wind. 
If you the precepts of the Mufe defpife, 

And flight the faithful warning of the skies, 190 
Others you'll fee, when all the town’s afloat, 
Wrapt in th’embraces of a kerfey coat, 
Or double-button’d frieze; their guarded feet 
Defie the muddy dangers of the ftreet, | 
While you, with hat unloop’d, the fury dread tg 
Of fpouts high-ftreaming, and with cautious tread 
Shun ev'ry dafhing pool; or idly ftop, 
To feek the kind proteétion of a fhop. . ) 

| U | But 
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But bus’nefs fummons,;: now. with hafty {cud : 
You joftle for the wall; the fpatter'd mud’ == "=. 200 
Hides all thy hofe behind; in vain you fcow’r, 
Thy-wig alas!. uncurl’d, admits is fhow’r.. 
So fierce Aleéto’s {naky treffes fell, 
When Orpheus charm’d the rig’rous pow’rs of hell, 
Or thus hung-G/aucus’ beard, with briny dew’: 205 
Clotted and ftrait, when firft his am’rous view « - 
Surpriz'd the bathing fairs the frighted maid - 
Now ftands a rock, transform’d by Circe’s aid. -: 
Good houfwives all the winter's rage defpife, __ 
Defended by therriding-hood’s difguife: aro. 
Or underneath th’ umbrella’s oily fhed, 
Safe thro’ the wet on clinking pattens tread.. 
Let Perfian dames th’ umbrella’s ribs difplay, 
To guard their beauties from the funny ray ; 
Or {weating flaves fupport the fhady load, ars 
When eaftern Monarchs fhow their flate abroad ; 
Britain in winter only knows its aid, 
To guard from chilly fhow’rs the walking maid.. 
: Bue 


Ey 
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But, O! forget not, Mufe, the patten’s praife, 
That female implement fhall grace thy lays ; 


Say from what art divine th’ invention came, — 


_ And from its origine deduce the name. 
Where Lincoln wide extends her fenny foil, . — 


A goodly yeoman liv’d grown white with toil; — 
One onely daughter bleft his nuptial bed, 


147 


220 


225 


Who from her infant hand the poultry fed: 7 


Martha (her careful mother’s name) fhe bere, 
But now: her careful mother was no more. | 
Whilft on her father’s knee the damfel play’d, / 
Patty he fondly call’d the {miling maid; 


As years encreasd, her ruddy beauty grew, 


And Patty's fame o’er all the village flew. 


Soon as the gray-ey’d morning ftreaks the skies, 
And in the doubtful day the woodcock flies, 
Her cleanly pail the pretty houfwife bears, 

And finging to the diftant field repairs : 


330 


And when the plains with ev’ning dews are {prcead, 


The milky burthen {moaks upon her head. 


U2 Deep 
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Deep, thro’ a miry lane fhe pick’d her way, 
Above her ankle rofe-the chalky clay. 

Vulcan by chance the bloomy maiden f{pies, . 
With innocence and beauty in her eyes, . 
He faw, he lov'd; for yet he ne'er had known 
Sweet innocence and beauty meet in one. 
Ah Mulciber! recal thy nuptial vows, © 
Think on the graces of thy Paphian {poufe, 
Think how her eyes dart inexhaufted charms, 
And canft thou leave her bed for Patty's arms ? 


The Lemman Pow’r forfakes the realms above,. _ 


His bofom slowing with terreftrial love: 

Far in the lane a lonely hut he found, 

No tenant ventur'd on th’ unwholefome ground: 
Here {moaks his forge, he bares his finewy arm, 

And early ftrokes the founding anvil warm ; 

Around his. fhop the fteely fparkles flew, _ 

_ As for the fteed he: fhap’d the bending fhoe. 


‘ When blue-ey'd Party near his window came, 


His anvil refts, his forge forgets to flame. 


245 
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To hear his foothing tales the feigns delays ; 


What woman.can refift the force of praife? 260 
At firft fhe coyly evry kifs withftood, 

And all her cheek was flufh’d with modeft blood : 

With headlefs nails he now furrounds her fhoes, 

To fave her fteps from rains and piercing dews ; 

She lik’d his foothing tales, his prefents wore, 265 

And granted kiffes, but would grant no more. 

Yet winter chill’d her feet, with cold fhe pines, 

And on her cheek the fading rofe declines; 

No more her humid eyes their luftre boaft, — 

And in hoarfe founds her melting voice is loft. 270: 
This Vulcan faw, and in his heav'nly thought,. 

A new machine mechanick fancy wrought, 

Above the mire her fhelter'd fteps to raife, 

And bear her fafely through the wintry ways.. 

Strait the new engine on his anvil glows, 275; 

And the pale virgin on the patten rofe. 

No more her lungs are {hook with dropping: rheums,, 


And on her cheek reviving beauty blooms. 


The 
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The God obtain’d his {uit; though flatt’ry fail, 
-Prefents with female virtue muft prevail. - 280 
The patten now fupports each frugal dame, 
Which from the blue-ey’d Patty takes the name. 
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prsmumes= oa EUS far the Mufe hastracd in ufefal lays, 
e% Ram Che proper implements for wintry ways ; 
eam Has taught the walker, with judicious eyes, - 


To read the various warnings of the skies. - 
Now vertture, Mufe, from home to range the town, ¢ - 
And for the publick fafety rifque thy own. 
For eafe and for difpatch, the morning's bett ; 
No tides of paffengers the ftreet moleft. 
You'll fee a drageled damfel, here and there, — 
From Billing(gate ber filhy traffick bear; 10 
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On doors the fallow milk-maid chalks her gains ; 
Ah! how unlike the milk-maid of the plains! 

_ Before proud gates attending affes bray, 

Or arrogate with folemn pace the way; 

Thefe grave phyficians with their milky -chear, 15 
The love-fick maid and dwindling beau repair; 
Here rows of drummers ftand in martial file, 

And with their vellom thunder fhake the pile, 

To greet the new-made bride, Are founds like thefe 


The proper prelude to a ftate of peace? 20 


Now induftry awakes her ‘bufie fons, 
Full charg’d with news the breathlefs hawker runs: 
Shops open, coacnes roll, carts fhake the ground, 
_ And all the ftreets with pafling cries refound. 
If cloath’d in black, you tread the bufy town, 25 
Or if diftinguifh’d by the rev’rend gown, 
Three trades avoid; oft in the mingling prefs, 
The barber's apron foils the fable drefs ; 
Shun the perfumer’s touch with cautious eye, 


Nor let the baker's ftep advance too nigh: 30 


Ye 
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-Ye walkers too that youthful colours wear, — 


Three fullying trades avoid with equal care; 

The little chimney-{weeper skulks along, 

And marks with footy ftains the heedlefs throng ; 
When {mall-coal murmurs in the hoarfer throat, 3s 
From {mutty dangers suatd thy threaten’d coat: 

The duft-man’s cart offends thy cloaths and eyes, 
When through the ftreet a cloud of afhes flies ; 


But whether black or lighter dyes are worn, 


The'chandler’s basket, on his fhoulder born, 40 
With tallow {pots thy coat; refign the way, 
To fhun the furly butcher's greafy tray, 
Butchers, whofe hands are dy’d with blood’s foul ftain, 
And always foremoft in the hangman’s train. 

Let due civilities be ftri@ly paid. | 4g 
The wall furrender to the hooded maid ; 
Nor let thy fturdy elbow’s hafty rage 
Joftle the feeble fteps of trembling age: 
And when the porter bends beneath his load, 
And. pants for breath; clear thou the crouded road. 50 — 

xX | «Bue 
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But, above all, the groping blind direé&, 
_ And from the preffing throng the Jame proved. » 
You'll fometimes meet a fop, of niceft tread, 
Whofte mantling peruke veils his empty lead, 
At ev'ry ftep he dreads the wall tolofe, =  § 55 
And rifques, to fave a coach, his red-heel'd throes, 
Him, like the miller, pafs with caution by, 
Left from his fhoulder clouds of powder Ay. 
But when the bully, with affuming pace, 
Cocks his broad chat, edg’d round with tarnifh’d lace, 
Yield not the way; defie his ftrutting pride, sr 
And thruft him to the muddy kennel’s fide ; 
He never turns again, nor dares oppofe, 
But mutters coward curfes.as he goes. 

If drawn by bus’nefs toa ftreet unknown,  —_ & 
Let the {worn porter point thee through the town; 
._ Be fure obferve the figns, for figns remain, | 
Like faithful land-marks to the walking train. 
Seck not from prentices to leatn the way, | 
Thofe fabling boys will turn thy fteps aftmy; 70 
.. * Ask 
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Ask the grave tradefman, to dite& thee right, 
He ne’er deceives, but when he profits by't. 

Where famid Se. Giles’s, ancient limits {pread, 
An inraild column rears its lofty head, 


Here to fev’n ftreets, fev’n dials count the day, | 75° 
And from each other catch the circling ray. 


Here oft the peafant, with enquiring face, 


Bewilder'd, trudges on from place to place; 


He dwells on, ev'ry fign with ftupid gaze, | 

Enters the narrow alley’s doubtful maze, - 80 

Tries ev'ry. winding court and ftreet in vain, 

And doubles o'er his. weary fteps again: 

Thus hardy Zhefeus with intrepid feet, 

Travers'd the dangrous labyrinth of Crete ; 

Bus ftill the wandring paffes forc’d his flay, —- - 85 

Till Aviadne’s clue unwinds the. way. — 

Bat do. not thou, like that bold chief, confide 

Thy ventrous.footheps to a female suide ; 

She'll lead: thee with, delufive {miles along, . 

Dive in thy, fob, and drop thee in the throng. 90 
Xx 2 When 
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When waggifh boys the ftunted = ply 
To rid the flabby pavement; pafs not by: _ 
E’er thou haft held their hands; fome heedlefS flirt - 
Will over-{pread thy calves with fpatt’ring dir, | 


Where porters hogfheads roll from carts aflope, 95 


Or brewers down fteep cellars ftretch the rope, 
Where counted billets are by carmen toft 
Stay thy rafh ftep, and walk without the poft. 

W hat though the gath’ring mire thy feet befmear, | 
The voice of induftry is always near. 100 
Hark! the boy calls thee to his deftin’d ftand, 

And the fhoe fhines beneath his oily hand. 

Here let the Mufe, fatigu’d amid the throng, 

Adorn her precepts with digreflive fong ; 

Of fhirtlefs youths the fecret rife to trace, 105 
And fhow the parent of the fable race. | 

Like mortal man, great Jove (grown fond of change) 
Of old was wont this nether world to range 
To feek amours; the vice the monarch lov’d 
Soon through the wide etherial court improy’'d, | 110 


And 
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And ev’n the proudeft Goddefs now and then 
Would lodge a night among the fons of men; 
To vulgar Deitys defcends the fafhion, 
Each, like her betters, had her earthly pallion. 
Then * Cloacina (Goddefs of the tide oc 
Whofe fable ftreams beneath the city glide) 
Indulg’d the modifh flame; the town fhe rov’d, 
A mortal {cavenger fhe faw, fhe lov'd; 
The muddy {pots that dry’d upon his face, 
Like female patches, heighten’d. evry grace: -s-r20 
She gaz'd; fhe figh’'d. For love can beauties {py 
In what feems faults to ev’ry common eye. 

Now had the watchman walk’d his {econd round: 
When Cloacina hears the rumbling found | 
Of her brown lover's cart, for well fhe knows — 12s 
That pleafing thunder: {wift the Goddefs rofe, 
And through the ftreets purfu’d the diftant noife, 
Her bofom panting with expected j joys. | 


* Cloacina was a Goddefs whofe image "Fatins (a King of te Sabines) dina in the common 
Shore, and not knowing what Godde/s it was, he called it Cloacina fr ont the place in which 
it was found, and pasd to it divine honours. Lagtant. 1.'20. Minuc. Fel. O&. p. 232, - 
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With the night-wandring harlot’s. airs fhe paft,... 
Brufh’d near his fide, and: wanton glances caft; -— 130 
In the black form of cindcr-wench fhe came, 

When love, the hour, tie place had banifh'd! thames 
To the dark alley arm in arm they moves: ~ 

O may no link-boy interrupt their love} 

-When the pale moon had nine times fill’'d: her {paee, — 
The pregnant Goddefs (cautious of difgrace) 336 | 
Defcends to earth; but fought no. midwife’s aid, 
Nor midft her anguifh to. Lucina pray'ds ~ 
No cheerful goffip wifh’d the mother joy ; 

“ Alone, beneath a bulk fhe dropt the boy. === 40 © 
The child throygh vatious rifques in years —— ‘d, 

At firft a beggar’s brat, compaflion mov’d ;. 

His infant tongye {oon leatnt the canting art, 

Knew all the pray’rs and whines to touch the heart. 
‘Oh happy unowa'd youths, your limbs can bear. 45 

The {corching dog-ftar, and the wintes’s air, 

While the rich infant, nurs'd with case and pain, 

Thirfts with each heat, and coughs with ev’ ry rain! 


The 
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The Goddefs long had mark’d the child’s diftrefs, 
And long had fought his fuffrinps to redrefs; . 250 
She prays'the Gods to take the fondling’s parts 
To teach his hands fome ‘beneficial art 
Practis'd in ftreetss the Gods her {uit allow'd, 
And made him ufefial to the walking creud, - 


._ Te-cleanfe the mity feet, and o'er the fhoe 55 


With nimble skill the gloffy black renew. 

Each Power contributes to relieve the poor | 

With. the fttong 'briftles of the mighty boar 

Diana fotms his brufh; the'God of day - 

A tripod gives, amid the crouded way 2 160 
To raife the dirty foot, and eafe his toil; _ 

Kind Neptune fills his vate with fetid oil 

Preft from th’ enortnous whale; The God of fire, 
From whofe dominions {moaky clouds afpire, 


Among thefe gen’rous prefents joins his part, | 165. 


And aids with foot the new japanning art: © 


Pleas'd fhe receives the gifts; fhe downward glides, 


Lights in Fiest-ditch, and fhoots beneath the tides, 
a Now 


~ 
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Now dawns the morn, the fturdy lad awakes, 


Leaps from his ftall, his.tangled hair he fhakes, © 170 


Then leaning o’er the rails, he mufing ftood; 

And. view’d below the black canal of mud, ~ 
Where common-fhores a lulling murmur keep, 
Whofe torrents rufh from Ho/born’s fatal fteep : 
Penfive through idlenefs, tears flow’d apace,  —>175 
Which eas'd his loaded heart, and wath’d his face; 


“At length he fighing cry’ds; That boy was bleft, 
Whofe infant lips have drain’d a mother’s breaft; _ 
‘But happier far are thofe, (if fach be skids di 


Whom both a father and a mother own: — | 180 


‘But J, alas! hard fortune’s utmoft {corn, 


‘Who ne'er knew parent, was an orphan born! * 


Some boys are rich by birth beyond all wants, — 
Belov'd by uncles, and kind good old aunts;... - 
When time comes. round, a Chriftmas-box they. bear, | 
And one day makes them rich for all the. year. . | 186 
Had I the precepts of a Father learn’d, 


_ Perhaps Ithen the coach-man’s fare had earn’d, 


P | For 
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For leffer boys can drive; I thirfty ftand 

And fee the double flaggon charge their hand, a | " 

See them puff off the froth, and gulp amain, 

While with dry tongue I lick my lips in vain.” - 
While thus he fervent prays, the heaving tide © 

In widen’d circles beats on either fide | 

The Goddefs rofe amid the inmoft round, = 195 

With witherd turnip tops her temples crown’d; : 

Low reach’'d her dripping treffes, lank, and black. 

As the {mooth jet, or gloffy raven’s back; 


Around her wafte.a -circling eel was twin’d, 


Which bound her robe that hung in rags behind. 
Now beck’ning to the boy; fhe thus begun, 208 
Thy prayers are granted’; weep no more, my fon: 
Go thrive. At {ome frequented corner ftand, 
This bruth I give thee, grafp it in thy hand, 
Temper the foot within this vafe of ol, 205 
And let the little tripod aid thy toil ; 
On this methinks I fee the walking crew 
At thy requeft fupport the miry thoe, ” 

Y The 
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The foot grows black that was with dirt imbrown’'d, 
‘And in thy pocket gingling halfpence found. = ar 
The Goddefs plunges fwift beneath the food, | 
‘And dafhes all around her fhow’ts of mud: — 
The youth ftrait chofe his poft; the labour ply’é- 
Where branchirg ftreets from Charing-crof ¢ divide ; 
His treble voice refounds along the Menfe, = 215 
“And White-bal? echoes—Clean your Hononr’s fooes.. 
Like ‘the fect ballad, this amufing lay 
Too long detains the walker on his way;, 

While he attends, new dangers round him throng; 
The bufy city asks inftructive fong.. 220: 
Where elevated o’er the gaping crowd,, 

Clafp'd in the board the: perjurd: head. is bow’d)- — 
Betimes retreat; here, thick as halftones pour, — 
Turnips, and half-hatch'd eggs, (a mingled fhow'r) 
Among the rabble rain: Some random throw | 
May with the trickling yolk thy cheek: o'erflow.. 225, 
Though expedition. bids,. yet ever ftray 
Where no rang’d pofts defend the rugged way. 


Here 
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‘Here laden carts with thundring waggons meet, 
Wheels clafh with wheels, and bar the narrow ftreet 5 
The lafhing whip refounds, the horfes ftrain, 235 
And blood in anguiff burfts the {welling vein. 
O barb’rous men, your cruel breafts allwage, 
Why veat ye on the gen’rqus fteed your rage? 
Does not his feryice earn your daily bread ? 235 
Your wives, your children, by his labours fed ! 7 
If, asthe Samian taught, the foul revives, 
And, fhitting feats, in other bodies lives; 
Severe fhall be the brutal coachman's change, 
Doom’d ina hackney herfe the town to range: 249 
Carmen, transform’d, the groaning load fhall dray, 
Whom other tyrants. with the Jafh fhall awe, 

Who would of Wathng-freet the dangers fhare, 

When the broad pavement of Cheap-fide is near? 
Or who * that rugged ftreet would traverfe o'er, 245 
That ftretches, O Fleet-ditch, from thy black fhore 


* Thames-fireete 
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To the Zow’r's moated walls? Here fteams afcend’ 
That, in mix’d fumes, the wrinkled nofe offend. 
Where chandlers cauldrons boil; where fifhy prey 
Hide the wet ftall, long abfent from the fea; 250 
And where the cleaver chops the heifer’s fpoil, 
And where huge hogfheads fweat with trainy oil;. 
Thy breathing noftril holds. but how’ fhall: 1 
Pafs, where in piles + Cornavian cheefes lye 5: 
Cheefe, that the table's clofing rites denies, © 25 
And bids me with th’ unwilling chaplain rife.. 

O bear me to the paths of fair Péel/mell, 
Safe are thy pavements, grateful is thy fmell 1! 
At diftance rolls along the gilded coach, 
Nor fturdy carmen on thy walks enéroachs._ 
No lets would barthy ways were chairs deny'd, 260 
The foft fupports of lazinefs and pride; . 
Shops breathe perfumes, thro’ fafhes ribbons. glow, 
The mutual arms of ladies, and the beau. | 


T Chehiré. anciently fo called. 


a | Yet 
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Yet ftill ev’n here, when rains the paflage hide, 265 


Oft’ the loofe {tone {pirts up a muddy tide. 
Beneath thy carelefs foot; and from on high, 
Where mafons mount the ladder, fragments fly s 
Mortar, and crumbled line in fhow'rs defcend,. 
And o’er thy head deftrudtive tiles impend. | 270 
But fometimes let me leave the noifie roads, 
And filent wander in the clofe abodes 
Where wheels ne’er fhake the ground;there penfive fray. 
In ftudious thought, the long uncrouded way. 
Here I remark each walket’s diffrent face, == _—-275 
And in their look their various bus'nefs trace. 
The broker here his {pacious beaver wears, 
Upon his brow fit jealoufies and caress 
Bent on fome mortgage (to avoid reproach). 
He feeks bye ftreets, and faves th’ expenfive coach. 
Soft, at low doors, old letchers tap their cane, _ 281 
For fair reclufe, who travels Drury-lanes 
Here roams uncomb’d the lavifh rake, to fhun 
His Fieet-fireet drapet’s everlatting dun, 
Careful 
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Careful obfervers, ftudious of the town, .. ots 
Shun the misfortunes that difgrace the clown; | 


Untempted, they contemn the jugler’s feats, 

Pafs by the Meufe, nor try the * thimble’s cheats. _ 
‘When drays bound high, they never crofs behind, 
Where bubbling yeft is blown by gufts of wind: 290 


And when up Ludgate-bill huge carts move flow, 
Far from the ftraining fteeds fecurely go, ~ | 
Whofe dafhing hoofs behind them fling the mice, 
And mark with muddy blots the gazing ‘{quire. 
The Parthian thus his javlin backward throws, 295 
And as he flies infefts purfuing foes. 
The thoughtlefs wits {hall frequent forfeits pay, 
Who ’gainft the centry’s box difcharge their tea. 
Do thou fome court, of fecret corner feek, 
Nor flufh with {hame the pafling virgin’s cheek. 300 
‘Yet let me not defcend to trivial fong, . | 
Nor vulgar circumftance my verfe prolong ; 


* A Cheat commonly, pratiss' in the firests with three thimbles and a Jittle ball. 
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Wliy fhould I teach the maid when torrents pour, 
Her head to felter from the (adden thowr? = 
Nature will beft her ready hand inform,  —. *—-36¢ 
With her {ptead pettiteat to fence the form. ~ 
Does not each walker know thé warning figa, | 
When wifps of ftraw depend upon the twine 
Crofs the clofe ftreet ; that thea the paver’s are 
Renews the ways, deny'’d to coach and catt? 3x0 
Who knows not that the coachmaan lafhing by, % 
Oft with his fourifh cuts the heedle& eye; 

And when he takes his ftand, to wait 4 fare, 

His horfes foreheads fhan the winter's air? 

Nor will Troam, when fummrer's fulltry rays “31s 
Parch the dry ground, ‘and fpread with duf the Ways 
With whitling gufts the. rapid atoms rife, : 
Smoak o’er the pavement, and involve the skies, 

W inter my theme confines; whofe nitry wind | 
Shall cruft the (abby mite, and Kennels bind; 320 
She bids the fnow defcend in Maky fheets, 9 
And in her hoary mantle cloath the ftreets. 
| Let 
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Let not the virgin tread thefe lipp’ ry roads, 

The gath’ring fleece the hollow patten loads; _ : 

But if thy footheps flide with clotted froft, — 326 
Strike off the -breaking balls againft the poft. 

On ‘filent wheel the paffing coaches roll; 

Oft’ look behind, and ward the threatning pole. 

In harden’d orbs the {chool-boy. moulds the {now, 
To mark the .coachman with a dextrous throw. 330 
Why do ye, boys, the kennel’s furface {pread, 

To tempt with faithlefs pafs the matron’s tread? 

How can ye laugh to fee the damfel fpurn, 

Sink in your frauds, and her green ftocking mourn? 
At White's the harnefsd chairman idly ftands, 335 
And {wings around his wafte his tingling hands: 
The fempftrefs {peeds to ‘Change with red-tipt nofes 
The Belgian ftove beneath her footftool glows; 

In halfwhipt muflin needles ufelefs lie, 


And {fhuttle-cocks acrofs the counter fly. | «340 | 


Thefe {ports watm-harmle(s 5 why then will ye prove, 
Deluded maids,. the dang’rous flame of love? . - 
Where 
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Where Covent-garden’s famous temple ftands, 
That boafts the work of Jones’ immortal hands; — 
Columns with plain magnificence appear, _ 345 
And graceful porches lead along the fquare: 
Here oft’ my courfe I bend, when lo! from far, __ 
I {py the furies of the foot-ball war: 
The ’prentice quits his fhop, to join the crew, 
Encreafing crouds the flying game purfue. 350 
Thus, as you roll the ball o'er {nowy ground, 
The gath’ring globe augments with ev'ry round. 


_ But whither fhall I run? the throng draws nigh, | 


The ball now skims the ftreet, now foars on high ; 
The dextr’ous glazier {trong returns the bound, 355 
And gingling fafhes on the pent-houfe found. 
O roving Mufe, recal that wond’rous year, 

When winter reign’d in bleak Britannia’ air; 
When hoary 7hames, with frofted oziers crown’d, 
Was three long moons in icy fetters bound. ~ 360 
The waterman, forlorn along the fhore, 
Penfive reclines upon his ufelefs oar, 

” Z Sees 
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Sees harnefs'd fteeds defert the ftony town ; 
And wander roads unftable, not their own: 


Wheels o'er the harden’d waters {moothly glide, 365 _ 


And tafe with whiten’d tracks the flipp’ry tide. 

Here the fat cook piles high the blazing fire, 

And fcarce the {pit can turn the fteer entire: 

Booths fudden hide the Thames, long ftreets appear, 
And num’rous. yames proclaim the crouded fair. 370 
So when. a gen’tal bids the martial train 

Spread them encampment o'er the facions plain ; 
Thick-rifing tents a canvas city build, _ 
And. the loud dice refound thro’ all the field. 

T'was, here the matron found a doletal fates 375 
Let elegiac lay the woe relate, _ 
Soft as the breath of diftant flutes, -at hours 
When filent ev'néng alofes up the flow’rs ; 

Lulling «s-falliny water's hollow noife ;. 
Indulging grief, like Philomdla's voice. 380 

Doll evry day ‘had walk‘d:thefe treach’rous roads ; 
Her neck grew warpt bbeneath javtumnal loads 


Of 


- His fever’d head floats down the Glver tide, 
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Of various fruit; fhe now a basket bore, 
That head, alas! fhall basket bear no more. | 
Eech booth fhe frequent paft, in queft of gain, 385 
And boys with pleafure heard her fhsilling ftrain, 
Ah Doll! all momals mpft refign their breath, 
And induftry it felf fubmit to death! 
The cracking cryftal yields, fhe finks, fhe dyes, 
Her head, chopt off, from her loft fhoulders flies; 390 
Pippins fhe cry’d, but death her voice confounds, 
And pip-pip-pip along the ice refounds. 
So when the 7iractas furies Orpheus tore, 
And left his bleeding trunk deform’d with gore, 
395 
His yet warm tongue for his loft confort cry’d; 
Eurydice with quiv'ring voice he mourn’d, 4 
And Heber’s banks Burydice return’d. 

But now the weftern gale che flood wnbinds, 

And black’ning clouds move on with warmer winds, 


. The wooden town its frail Foundation leaves, 401 


And 7hamey’ fall urn rolls down his plenteous WAVES; — 
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From ev'ry penthoufe ftreams the fleeting fnow, - . 

And with diffolving froft the pavements flow. ° 
Experienc’d. men, inur'd to city ways, 405 

Need not the Calendar to count their‘days. - 

When through the town with flow and folemn air, | 

Led by the noftril, walks the muzled bear ;. . 

Behind him moves majeftically dull, 

The pride of Hockley-hole, the furly bull; 419 

Learn hence the periods of the week to’name, | 

Mondays and Thurfdays are the days of game. 
When fifhy ftalls with double ftore are laid; 

The golden-belly’d carp, the broad-finn’d: maid, © 

Red-{peckled trouts, the falmon’s filver joul, 41. 

The joynted lobftcr, and unfcaly foale, _ | 

And lufcious ’{callops, to allure the taftes. 

Of rigid zealots to delicious fafts ; 

Wedne{days and fridays youll obferve from — 

Days, when our fires were doom’d to abftinence.. 420 

- When dirty waters from balconies drop, — 

And dext’rous damfels twirle the {prinkling mop, | 

And 
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And cleanfe the {patter'd fafh, ‘and {crub the ftaies ; 
Know Saturday's conclufive morn appears. 
-Succeffive crys the feafons change declare, | 425 
And mark the monthly progrefs of the year. 
Hark, how the ftreets with treble voices ring, 
To fell the bounteous product of the {pring!” 
Sweet-fmelling flow'rs, and eldet’s early bud, | 
With nettle’s tender fhoots, to cleanfe the blood: 430 
And when June's thunder cools the fultry skies, 
Ev'n Sundays are prophan’d by mackrell cries. 
Wallouts the fruit’rer’s hand, in autumn, ftain, 
Blue plumbs and juicy pears augment his gain; 
Next oranges the longing boys entice, 435. 
To truft their copper fortunes to the dice. 
When rofemary, and bays the Poet’s crown, 
Are bawl'd, in frequent cries, through all the town, 
Then judge the feftival of Chrifimas near, 
Chriftmas, the joyous period of the year. 440 
Now with bright holly all your temples ftrow, 
With lawrel green, and facred mifletoe. 
Nows 
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Now, héav’f-bora Charity, thy bleffings theds 
Bid meagre Want uptear fet fickly head: 
Bid fhiv’ring limbs be Warts let plenty’s bowle 445 
In humble roofs make glad the needy foul. 
See, fee, the heav'n-botn maid her bleflings thed, 
Lo! meagré Want uprears het fickly head ; 
Cloath’d are the naked, andthe needy glad, .  * | 
While felfith Avatice alone is fad. 450 
Proud coaches pafs, regardle’s of the moan 
Of infant orphans, and the widow's gtoan; 
While Charity fill moves the walkers mind, 
His lib’ral purfe relieves thre latie and blind. 
Jadicioufly thy halfpence ate beftow'd, $85 
Where the laborious bepgat {weeps the toad. 
Whate’er you'give, give ever at detiand, — 
Nor let old-age long ftretch ‘his palfy'd hand. 
Thofe who give late, ave importan'd each day, 
And ftill are teaz'd, beewufe they ttl delay. 450 
If cer the miter dark his farthings {pare, 
He thinly {preads theta through the publick Tyuare, 
_— | | Where 
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Where, all befide the rail, sang’d beggars lis, _ 
And from. each other catch the doleful ery ; 464 
With heav'n, for two-pence, cheaply wipes his {core, 
Lifts np his eyes, and hafts to beggar more. 

Where the brafs knocker, wrapt in flannel band, 

Forbids the thunder of the fegtman’s hand; 

Th upholder, rueful barbiager of death, 

— Waits with impatience for the dying breath ; “79 
As vultures, oer a camp, with hoy'ring flight, 

Snuff up the future casnage of the Aight. 

Here canft thou pefs, yamindfyl of a pray’, - 

That heav'n in saercy may thy brother {pare? 

Come, F*** fincere, expetienc’d friend, ars 
Thy briefs, thy deeds, and ev’n thy fees falpend ; 
Come Jet as leave the Zemple's filent walls, 

Me busnefs to my diftant lodging calls: 
Through the leng Strand together Jet us fray: 480 
With thee converfing I fosget the way. | | 
Behold that narrow {treet which ftdep defeends, 
_ Whofe building tothe flimy fhore extends ; 

| | Here 
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Here Avundel’s fam’d ftruture rear’d its frame, 
The ftreet alone retains an empty name: 485 


Where Zitian’s glowing paint the canvas warm’d, 


And. Raphael's fair defign, with judgment, charm’d, 


Now. hangs the bell-man’s fong, and pafted here 
The colour’d prints of Overton appear. 
Where ftatues breath’d, the work of Phidias’ hands, 
A wooden pump, or lonely watch-houfe ftands. 490 
There Effex’ ftately pile adorn’d the fhore, 
There Cecil's, Bedford's, Villers’, now no mote. 
Yet Burlington's fair palace ftill remains; 
Beauty within, without proportion reigns. 
Beneath his eye declining art revives, 495 
The wall with animated picture lives ; 
There Hendel {trikes the ftrings, the melting ftrain. 
Tranfports the foul, and thrills through ev'ry vein ; 
There oft’ I enter (but with cleaner fhoes) 
For Burlington's belov’d by evry Mufe. - £00 
O ye affociate walkers, O my friends, 
Upon your ftate what happinefs attends! 
i W hat, 
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What, though no coach to frequent vifit rolls, | 
Nor for your fhilling chairmen fling their poles ; 
Yet ftill your nerves rheumatic pains defye, 
Nor lazy jaundice ‘dulls your faffron eyé; 
No wafting cough difcharges founds of death,. 
Nor wheezing afthma heaves in vain for breath; 
Nor from your reftlefs couch is heard the groan. 
Of burning gout, or fedentary ftone. 
Let others in the jolting coach confide,,. 
Or in the leaky boat the 7hames divide; 


Or, box’d within the chair, contemn the ftreet, 


And truft theit fafety to another's feet, 
Still let me walk; for oft the fudden gale: 
Ruffles the tide, and fhifts the dang’rous fail. 
Then fhall the paffenger too late deplore © 
The whelming billow, and the faithlefs oar ; 
The drunken chairman in the kennel {purns, 
The glaffes fhatters, and his charge o’erturns, 
W ho. can recount the coach's various harms, 
The legs disjointed, and the broken arms? 

| Aa 
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I've feen a beau, in fome ill-fated hour, | 
When o’er the ftones choak’d kennels fwetl the fhow’t 
In gilded chariot loll; he with difdain «Rs 
Views f{patter'd paffengers all drench’d in rain; 
With mud fill'd high, the rumbling cart draws near, 
Now rule thy prancing fteeds, lac’d charioteer! 
The duft-man lafhes on with fpiteful rage, 
His pond’rous {pokes thy painted wheel engage, 330 _ 
Crufh’d is thy pride, down falls the fhrieking beau, 
The flabby pavement cryftal fragments ftrow, 
Black floods of mire th’ embroider’d coat difgrace, 
And mud enwraps the honours of his faces 
So when dread Jove the fon of Phebus hurt’'d, 535 
Scarr'd with dark thunder, to the nether world; 
The headftrong courfers tore the filver reins, 
And the fun’s beamy ruin gilds the plains. 

If the pale walker pant with weak’ning ills, 
His fickly hand is ftor'd with friendly bills: 540 
From hence he learns the feventh-born doétor’s fame, 
From hence he learns the cheapeft tailot’s name. 


Shall 
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Shall the large mutton {moak upon your boards? 
Such, Newgate’s copious market beft affords.. 
Would’ thou with mighty beef augment thy meal? 
Seek Leaden-bal!s St. James's fends thee veal.. $46 
Thames-ftreet gives cheefes ; Covent-garden fruits s 
Moor-fields old books; and Monmouth-freet old fuits, . 
Hence may’ft thou well fupply the wants of life, | 
Support thy family, and cloath thy wite.. 550: 
Volumes, an fheltes’d: ftalls expanded lye, 

And various. fcience lures the learned eye; 
The bending fhelves:with pond'rous {choliafts groan; 
And deep devines to modern fhops unknowa: 
Here,. like the bee, that an induftrious wing $55. 
Collects the various odours of the {pring,. 
Walkers, at. letftrre, learning’s flow’rs may {poil, 
Nor watch the wafting of the-midnight oil, 
May morals {natch from Plutarch’s tatter'd page,. 
A mildew'd Bacon, or Stagyra’sfage. $60. 
Here faunt’ring prentices o’er Otway weep; 
O’er Congreve {mile, or over D* * fleep: 

_ Aaz Pleas'd 
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Pleas'd fempftrefles the Leck's fam’d Rape unfold, 
And t Squirts read Garth, ’till apozems grow. cold. _ 

O Lintot, let my labours obvious lie, = «565 
Rane’d on thy ftall, for ev'ry curious eye; . 

So fhall the poor thefe precepts gratis knows | 
And to my verfe their future fafeties owe. 

What walker fhall his’ mean ambition fix 
On the falfe luftre of a coach and fix? 870 
Let the vain virgin, lur'd by glaring fhow, 

Sigh for the liv’ries of th’ embroider’d beau. . 

See yon bright chariot on its harnefs {wing, | 
With Flanders mares, and on an arched fpring; ~~ 
That wretch to gain an equipage and place, . = 575 
Betray'd his fifter to a lewd embrace. | 
This coach that with the blazon’d ’{cutcheon glows, 
Vain of his unknown race, the coxcomb fhows. | 
Here the brib’d lawyer, funk in velvet, fleeps;. 

The ftarving orphan, ‘as he paffles, weeps; $30 


+ Zhe name of an Apothecary’s boy, in the Poem of the. Difpenfary: 
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There flames a fool, begirt with tinfell’d flaves, 
Who waftes the wealth of a whole race of knaves. 
That other, with a cluftring train behind, 
Owes his new honours to a fordid mind. 
This next in court-fidelity excells, | $35 
The publick rifles, and his country fells. 
May the proud chariot never be my fate, 
If purchas’d at fo mean, fo dear a rate; 
O rather give me {weet content on foot, 
Wrapt in my virtue, anda good Surtout! $90 
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Of Walking the Soreets by Night. 


meee 7 RIV IA Goddefs, leave thefe low a+ 
ipsak bodes, 


And traverfe o’er the wide ethereal roads, 


= Celeftial Queen, put on thy robes of light, 


“Now Outi nam’d, fair regent of the night. 
At fight of thee the. villain fheaths his {word, 5 
Nor {cales the wall, to fteal-the wealthy hoard. 
O may thy filver lamp from heav’n’s high. bow’t. 
Direct my footfteps in the midnight hour! 
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When night firft bids the twinkling pas ta 


Or with her cloudy veft inwrapsthe air, © | 10 


Then {warms the bufte ftreet; with caution tread, 
Where the fhop-windows falling: threat thy head; 
Now lab’rers home retutn, and join their ftrength . 

To bear the tott’ring plank, or ladder’s length; 

Still fix shy eyesintentupon the throng, = = 15 
And as the paffes open, wind along. 

Where the fair columns of S¢. Clement ftand, 
Whofe ftraiten’d bounds encroach upon the Strand; 
Where the low penthoufe bows the walket’s head, 
And the. rough pavement wounds the yielding tread 3 
Where not a poft proteéts the narrow fpace, . 20 
And fttung in twines, combs dangle in thy face; 
Summon at once thy courage, fouze thy cate, a 
Stand firm, look back, be refolute, bewate. . 

Forth ifuing from fteep lanes, the colliet’s fteeds 25 
Drag the black load ; anothet cart fucceeds, 
Team follows team, crouds heap’d on crouds appear, 
And wait impatient, till the road grow clear. 

Now 
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Now all the pavement founds with trampling feet, — 
And the mixt hurry barricades the ftreet.- | —- 3 
Entangled hete, the waggon’s lengthen’d team > 
Cracks the tough harnefs; here a’ pond’rous beam. — 
Lies oyer-turn’d athwait; for flaughter fed- = - 
Here lowing bullocks raife their horned head.. 

Now oaths grow loud, with coaches coaches jars" * 35 
And the {mart blow provokes the fturdy war ; 

From the high box they whirl the thorig around, 

And with the: twining lafh their fhins refound: 
Their rage ferments, more dang’rous wounds they try, 
And the blood gufhes down their painful eye. 40 
And now on foot. the frowning warriors light, 

And. with their pond’rous fifts renew the fight ; 

Blow anfwers blow,. their cheeks are {mear'd with blood, 
‘Till down they fall, and grappling roll in mud. 
So when two boars, in wild * 7ene bred, - "45 
Or on Wefiphaka's fat’ning cheft-nuts- fed, 


* New Forefi is. Hampthire, antiently fo called, 
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Gnafh their fharp tusks, and rous'd with equal fire, 


Difpute the reign of fome luxurious mire ; 

In the black flood they wallow o’er and o’er, 

‘Till their arm’d jaws diftil with foam and gore. 50 
W here the mob gathers, {wiftly fhoot along, 

Nor idly mingle in the noify throng. 

Lurd by the filver hilt, amid the {warm, 

The fubtil artift will thy fide difarm. . | 

Nor is thy flaxen wigg with fafety worn; $5, 

High on the fhoulder, in a basket born 

Lurks the fly boy; whofe hand to rapine bred, 

Plucks off the curling honours of thy head. 

Here dives the skulking thief, with practis’'d flight, 

And unfelt fingers make thy pocket light. - — 60 

Where’s now thy watch, with all its trinkets, flown? 

And thy late {nuff-box is no more thy own. _ 

But lo! his bolder thefts fome tradefman f{pies, 

Swift from his prey the {cudding lurcher flies ; 

Dex'trous he {capes the ‘coach with nimble bounds, | 

Whilft ev’ry honeft tongue ffop thief —— - 66 

Bb So 
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So {peeds the wily fox, alarm’d by fear, 

Who lately fileh’d the turkey’s callow cares 
Hounds following hounds, grow louder as he _ 
And injur'd tenants joyn the hunter's cries. ©7060 
Breathlefs he ftumbling falls: Hl-fated — 

Why did not honeft work thy youth employ 7: 
Seiz'd by rough hands, he’s drage’d amid the rout, 
And ftretch’d beneath the pump’s inceflant {pout: 

Or plung’d in miry ponds, he gafping lies, | 73. 
Mud choaks his mouth, and plaifters o’cr his eyes. 

Let not the ballad-finger’s fhrilling ftrain. — 

Amid the fwarm. thy lift’ning ear detain : 

Guard well thy pocket; for thefe Syrens ftand, 

To aid the labours of the diving hand; — 80: 
Confed’tate in the cheat, they draw the throng, 

And cambrick handkerchiefs reward the fong.. 

But foon- as coach or cart drives rattling on, 

The rabble part, in fhoals.they backward run: 

So Fove's loud bolts the mingled’ war divide, ..° a 

And Greece and 7roy-retreat on either fide — 
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It the rude throng pour on with furious pace, - 


And hap to break thee from ‘a friend’s embrace,. 


Stop fhort; nor ftruggle through the croud in vain, 


But watch with careful eye the pafling train. 


Yet I (perhaps too fond) if chance the tide 
Tumultuous, ‘bear my partner from my fide; 
Impatient venture back; defpifing harm, - 


I force my paffage where the thickeft fwarm. © 


Thus his loft bride the 7rojaxz fought in vain 


90 


gg 


Through night, and arms, and flames, and hills of flain. 


Thus M ifuus wander'd o’er the pathlefs grove, 


_ To find the brave companion of his love, ° 


The pathlefs grove in vain he wanders o’er: 
Euryalus, alas! is now no mote. | 
That walker, who regardlefs of his pace, © 
Turns oft’ to pore upon the damfel’s face, 
From fide to fide by thrufting elbows toft, 
Shall ftrike his aking breaft againft the poft ; 


Or water, dafh’d from fifhy ftalls, fhall ftain~ 


His — coat with fpirts of {caly rain. 
Bb 2 
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But if unwarily he chance to ftray, 

Where twirling turnftiles intercept the way, 

The thwarting paffenger ‘fhall force them round, 

_ And beat the wretch half breathlefs to the ground. 110: 
Let conftant vigilance thy footfteps guide, 

And wary circumf{pection guard thy fide; | 

Then fhalt thou walk unharm’d the dang’rous night;. 

Nor need th’ officious link-boy’s {moaky light. 

Thou never wilt’ attempt to crofs the road, > rg, 

W here alehoufe benches reft the porter’s load,’ 

Grievous to heedlefs fhins; no ‘batrow’s wheel;. 

That bruifes oft’ the truant fchool-boy’s heel,. 

Behind thee rolling, with-infidious pace; 

Shall mark thy ftocking witha miry trace. 20 

Let not thy vent’rous fteps approach too: nigh, 

Where gaping wide, low fteepy cellars lie’; 

Should thy fhoe wrench afide,. down, down you fall; 

And overturn the fcolding Hucktfter’s ftall,. ) 

The {colding: huckfter fhall: not o’er thee moan,. 

But pence: exact: for -riuts and pears o’erthrown.. 

Though: 
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Though you through cleanlier allies wind by day, 
Fo fhun the hurries of the publick way, 

Yet ne'er to thofe dark paths by night retire ; 

Mind only fafety, and contemn the mire. 130 
Then no impervious courts thy hafte detain, | 
Nor {neering ale-wives bid thee turn again. 

Where Lincoln’s-Inn, wide {pace, is rail’d around, . 
Crofs not with vent’rous ftep; there oft’ is-found 
The lurking thief, who while the day-light fhone, 335 
Made the walls eccho with his begging tone:. 

That crutch which late compaffion mov’d, fhall wound 
Thy bleeding head, and fell thee to the ground. — 
Though thou art tempted by the link-man’s call, — 
Yet truft him not along the lonely walls. = = 140 
In the mid-way. he'll quench the flaming. brand, 

And fhare the booty. with: the. pilfring band. 

Scill kcep the publick ftreets,, where oily rays. 

Shot from.the cryftal lamp, o’erfpread.the ways.. 

Happy Augufta! law-defended.town!. — 145 
Here no dark lanthorns fhade the villain’s frown; _ 


_ 
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No Spanifh jealouGes thy lanes infeft, 
Nor Roman vengeance ftabs th’ unwary breatt ; 
Here tyranny ne'er lifts her purple hand, 
But liberty and juftice guard the land ; 50 
Nc b-avos here profefs the bloody trade, _ 
Nor is the church the murd’rer’s refuge made. 

Let not the chairman, with affuming ftride, 
Prefs near the wall, and rudely thruft thy fide: 
The laws have fet him bounds; his fervile feet 1s5 
Should ne'er encroach where pofts defend the ftreet. 
Yet who the footman’s arrogance can quell, 
Whofe flambeau gilds the fafhes of Pell-mell, 
When in long rank a train of torches flame, 
To light the midnight vifits of the dame? 160 
Others, perhaps, by happier guidance led, | 
May where the chairman refts, with fafety tread ; 
Whene’er | pafs, their poles unfeen below, 
Make my knee tremble with the jarring blow. 

If wheels bar up the road, where ftreets are croft, 165 
With gentle words the coachman’s ear accoft: 


He 
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He neer the threat, or harfh command obeys, 
But with contempt the {patter'd fhoe furveys. 
Now man with utmoft fortitude thy foul, 
To crofs the way where carts and coaches roll; 170 
Yet do not in thy hardy skill confide, 


Nor rafhly rif{que the kennel’s fpacious ftride ; 


Stay till afar the diftant wheel you hear, 

Like dying thunder in the breaking air; _ 
Thy foot will flide upon the miry ftone, 
And pafling coaches crufh thy tortur'd bone, _ 
Or wheels enclofe the road’; on either hand: 
Pent round with perils, in the midft you ftand, 


And call for aid in vain; the coachman fwears,. 


175; 


And car-men drtve, ‘unmindfal of thy prayers. 180° 

Where wilt thou turn? ah! whither wile thou fly ? 

On ev'ry fide the prefling {pokes are nigh. 

So failors, while Carybdis’ gulph they fhun, 

Amaz'd, on Scyiia’s craggy dangers run. 

Be fure obferve where brown Offrea ftands, 

Who boafts her fhelly ware from Wallfleet fands; 

| There 
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_ There may'ft thou pafs, with fafe unmiry feet, 
Where the rais’'d pavement leads athwart the ftreet. 
If where Fleet-ditch with muddy current flows, 
You chance to roam; where oyfter-tubs in rows —190 
Are rang’d befide the pofts; there ftay thy hatte, 
And with the fav'ry fifh indulge thy tafte: 
The damfel’s knife the gaping fhell commands, 
While the falt liquor ftreams between her hands. 
The man had {ure a palate cover'd o’er «195 
With brafs or fteel, that on the rocky fhore 
Firft broke the oozy oyfter's pearly coat, 
And rifgu’d the living morfel down his throat. 
W hat will not lux’ry tafte? Earth, fea and air _ 
Are daily ranfack’d for the bill of fare... 200 
Blood ftuffd in skins is Britifh chriftian’s food, 
And France robs martfhes of the croaking brood ; 
Spungy morells in ftrong ragoufts are found, 
And in the {oupe the flimy {nail is drown’d. 
When from high {pouts the dafhing torrents fall, 205 
Ever be watchtul to maintain the wall; — 


For 
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For fhould’ft thou quit thy ceaadl, the rufhing _— 
Will with impetuous fury drive along ; 
All prefs to gain thofe honours thou haft loft, 
And rudely fhove thee far without the poft. 210 
Then to retrieve the fhed you ftrive in vain, 
Draggled all o’er, and foak'd in floods of rain. 
Yet rather bear the fhow’r, and toils of mud, 
Than in the doubtful quarrel rifque thy blood. — 
Q think on OEdipus’ detefted ftate, | «215 
And by his woes be warn’d to {hun thy fate. 
Where three roads join’d, he met his fire unknown; 
(Unhappy fire, but more unhappy fon!) 
Each claim’d the way, their {words the ftrife decide, 
The hoary monarch fell, he groan’d and dy’d! . 220 
Hence {prung the fatal plagne that thin’d thy reign, 
Thy curfed inceft! and thy children flain! 
Hence wert thou doom’d in endlefs night to ftray 
Through Theban ftreets, and cheerlefs groap thy way. 
Contemplate, mortal, on thy fleeting years; 22 
See, with black train the funeral pomp appears! 
Cc Whether 
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Whether fome heir attends in fable ftate, 
And mourns with outward grief a parent's fate s 
Or the fair virgin, nipt in beauty’s bloom, 
A croud of lovers follow to her tomb. 230 
Why is the herfe with ‘{cutcheons blazon’d round, 
And with the nodding plume of Oftrich crown’d? 
No: The dead know it not, nor profit gains p 
It only ferves to prove the living vain. 
How fhort is life! how frail is human eruft! =—>_.235. 
Is all this pomp for laying duft to duftt 

Where the nail'd hoop defends the painted tall, 
Brufh not thy {weeping skirt too near the. wall ; 
Thy heedlefs fleeve will drink the colourd oil, 
And fpot indelible thy pocket foil. 240 
Has not wife nature ftrung the legs and feet 
— With firmeft nerves, defign’d to walk the ftreet ? 
Has fhe not given us hands, to grope aright, 
. Amidft the frequent dangers of the night? 
And think’f thou not the double noftril meant, 245 - 
To warn from oily woes by previous {cent? sis 
Who 


TRIVIA. 135 
* Who can the various city frauds tecite, 
With all the petty rapines of the night? 
_ Who now the Guinea-dropper’s bait regards, 
Trick’d by the fharper’s dice, or juggler’s cards? 250 
Why fhould I warn thee ne’er to join the fray, 
Where the fham-quarrel interrupts the way? 
Lives there in thefe our days fo foft a clown, 
Brav'd by the bully’s oaths, or threat’ning frown? 


Ineed not ftri& enjoyn the pocket’s care, agg. 


When from the crouded play thou lead’ft the fair; 
Who has not here, of watch, or fnuff-box lof, 
Or handkerchiefs that Jndia’s fhuttle boatt? 

O! may thy virtue guard thee through the roads 


Of Drury’s mazy courts, and dark abodes, 260 


The harloe’s guileful paths, who nightly ftand, 
Where Katherine-fireet defcends into the Strand. 
Say, vagrant Mufe, their wiles and {ubtil arts, 
To lure the ftranger’s unfufpecting hearts ; 


* Various cheats formerly in praGice. 


Cc2 So 
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So fhall our youth on healthful finews tread, 265; 


And city cheeks grow warm with rural red. 

’Tis fhe who nightly ftrowls with faunt’ring pace, 
No ftubborn ftays her yielding fhape embrace: 
Beneath the lamp her tawdry ribbons glare, 


The new-f{cower'd manteau, and the flattern air; 270: 


High-draggted petticoats her travels fhow, 

And hollow cheeks with artful blufhes glow; 

With flatt’ring founds fhe fooths the cred’lous ear, 
My noble captain! charmer! love! my. dear! 

In riding-hood near tavern-doors fhe plies,. 275, 
Or muffled pinners hide her livid eyes. | 

With empty bandbox fhe delights to range, 

_ And feigns-a diftant errand from.the Change; 

Nay, fhe will oft the Quaker’s hood prophane, 


And trudge demure the rounds of. Drury-lane::  . 280: 


She darts. from farf{net ambuflr wily leers, 
 Twitches thy fleeve, or: with familiar airs. 

Her fan will pat thy cheek; thefe {nares difdain,. 
Nor gaze behind thee, when fhe turns again. 


i 
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F knew a yeoman, who for thirft of gain, 285 
Fo the great city drove from Devon's plain 
His num’rous lowing. herd. his herds he fold, 
And his deep:leathern pocket bagg’d with gold; - 
Drawn by a fraudful nymph, he gaz‘d, he figh’d; 
Unmindful of his home, and diftant bride, 290 
She leads the willing victim to his doom; 
Through winding alleys to her cobweb:room: 
Thence thro’ the ftreet he reels, from poft to poft; 
Valiant with wine, nor knows his treafure loft:. 
The vagrant wretch th’affembled watchmen {pies, 295 
He waves his hanger, and their poles defies ; 
Deep in the Round-houfe pent, all night he fnores, 
And the next morn in vain his fate deplores. 
Ab haplefs fwain, unus’d to pains.and:ills! 
Canft thou .forgo- roaft-beef for naufeous pills? 300° 
How wilt chou lift to Heav'n thy eyes and hands, 
When the long fcroll the furgeon’s- fees demands! 
Or elfe (ye Gods avert that worft difgrace) : 
Thy ruin'd nofe falls level with thy. face, 
| | Then 
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Then fhallthy wife thy loathfome kifs difdain, — 305 

And wholefome neighbours from thy mug refrain. 
Yet there are watchmen, who with friendly light 

Will teach thy reeling fleps to tread aright ; 

For fixpence will fupport thy helplefs arm, 

And home conduét thee, fafe from nightly harm ; 310 

But if they fhake their lanchorns, from afar | 

To call their breth’ren to confed’rate war 

When rakes refift their pow’rs if haplefs you 

Should chance to wander with the {cow’ring crew ; 

Though fortune yicld thee captive, ne‘er defpair, 315 

But feek the conftable’s confid’rate ear; 

He will reverfe the watchman’s harfh decree, 

Mov’d by the shet’rick of a filver fee, 


Thus would you gain {ome fav’rite courtier’s word; 


Fee not the petty clarks, but bribe my Lord. — 320 


Now is the time that rakes their revells keep: 
Kindlers of riot, enemies of fleep. | 
_ His fcatter'd pence the flying * Nicker flings, 
And with the copper fhow’r the cafement rings. 


* Gest] mos, who dlizbted to break windows with balf-pence. 
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Who has not heard the Scowrer’s midnight fame? 325 
Who has not trembled at the Mobock’s name? 
Was there a watchman took his hourly rounds, © 
Safe from their blows, or new-invented wounds? 
I pafs their defp’rate deeds, and mifchiefs done 
Where from Swow-ill black fteepy torrents run; 336. 
How matrons, hoop’d within the hogfhead’s womb, 
Were tumbled furious thence, the rolling tomb 
O’er the ftones thunders, bounds from fide to fide. 
So Regulus to fave his country dy’d. 

Where a dim gleam the paly lanthorn throws = 335 
O’er the mid pavement, heapy rubbifh grows; — 
Or arched vaults their gaping jaws extend, 
Or the dark caves to common-fhores defcend, 
Oft by the winds extin& the fignal lies, 
Or {mother’d in the glimmering focket dies 340 
E’er night has half roll’d round her ebon throne; — 
In the wide gulph the fhatter'd coach o’erthrown 
Sinks with the {norting fteeds; the reins are broke, 
And from the crackling axle flies the {poke. 
~~ | SO. 
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So when fam’d Eddy/ffone's far-fhooting ray,  =§—»—s_345 

That led the failor through the ftormy way, 

Was from its rocky roots by billows torn, 

And the high turret in the whirlewind born, 

Fleets bulg’d their fides againft the craggy land, 

And pitchy ruines blacken’d:all the ftrand. 350 
Who then through night would hire the harnefs’d fteed, 

And who would .choofe the rattling wheel for {peed ? 
But hark! diftrefs with {creaming voice draws nigh’r, 

And wakes the flumb’ring ftreet with cries of fire. 

At firft a glowing red enwraps the skies, | 355 

And born by winds the {catt’ring {parks arife ; 

From beam to beam the fierce contagion f{preads ; 

The {piry flames now lift aloft their heads, 

Through the burft fafh a blazing deluge pours, | 

And fplitting tiles defcend in rattling fhow’rs. 360 

Now with thick crouds th’ enlighten’d pavement {warms, 

The fire-man fweats beneath his crooked arms, 

A leathern cafque his vent’rous head defends, 

Boldly he climbs where thickeft {moak afcends ; 


Mov'd 


TRIVIA. 201 
Mov'd by the mother’s ftreaming eyes and pray’rs, 
The helplefs infant through the flame he bears, 365 
With no lefs virtue, than through hoftile fire 
The Dardan hero bore his aged fire. 
See forceful engines -{pout their levell’d ftreams, 
To quench the blaze that runs along the beams; 
The grappling hook plucks rafters from the walls, 370. 
And heaps on heaps the {moaky ruine falls. 
Blown by ftrong winds the fiery tempeft roars, 
Bears down new walls, and pours along the floors; 
The Heav'ns are all a-blaze, the face of night — 
Is cover'd with a {anguine dreadful light: 375 
Twas fuch a light involv’d thy tow’rs, O Rome, 
The dire prefage of mighty Cefar's doom, 
When the fun veil’d in ruft his mourning head, 
And frightful prodigies the skies o’er{pread. 
Hark! the drum thunders! far, ye crouds, retire: 380 
Behold! the ready match is tipt with fire, 
The nitrous ftore is laid, the {mutty train 
With running blaze awakes the barrell’d grain ; 

Dd Flames 
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Flames fudden wrap the walls; with fullen found. 385 

The fhatter'd pile finks on the fmoaky ground. 

So when the years fhall have revoly'd the date, 

Th’ inevitable hour of Naples’ fate, 

Her fapp’d foundations fhall with thunders fhake, 

And heave and tofs upon the fulph’rous lake; 390 

Farth’s womb at ance the fisry food fhall rend, 

And in th’ abyfs her plunging :tow’rs defcend. 
Confider, reader, what fatigues I’ve known, 

The toils, the perils of the wintry town : 

What riots feen, what buftling crouds I bor'd, 395 

How oft I crofs'd: where carts and coaches vn 

Yet fhall I blefs my labours, if mankind — 

Their future fafety from my dangers find. 

Thus the bold traveller, (inur'd to toil, — 

Whofe fteps have priated Afia’s defert foil, 400 

The hath’squs Arabs haunt; or thiv'ring croft 

Dark Greenland’s mountains of eternal frof ; 


~ Whom providence in length of years reftores 


To the wifh’d harbour of his native fhores;). 
| Sets 
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Sets forth his journals to the publick view, 405 


To caution, by his woes, the wandring crew. 
And now compleat my gen’rous labours lye, 
Finifh’d, and ripe for immortality. 
Death fhall entomb in duft this mould’ring frame, 
But never reach th’eternal part, my fame. 410 
When W* and G**, mighty names, ate dead; 
Or but at Chelfea under cuftards read; 
When Criticks crazy bandboxes repair, 


And Tragedies, turn’d rockets, bounce in air; 414 


High-rais'd on Fileet-fireet pofts, confign’d to fame, 


This work fhall fhine, and walkers blefs my name. 
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Tragi-Comi- Pattoral 
FARCE 


—Spirat Tragicum fatis, & feliciter audet. Hor. 


—Locus eff & pluribus Umbris. Hor. 
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PREFACE 


z S I am the firft who have introduced this kind of Dra- 
ead matrck entertainment upon the fiage, 1 think i abjo- 
0 Nd lutely neceffary to fay Something by. way of Preface, 
1) not only to foew the nature of it, but. to anfwer fome 
| objections that have been already raisd againfi it by 
the graver fort of Ws its, and other interefied people. 


We have often bad Trags-Comedies upon the Englith Theatre with 
fuccefs: but in that fort of compofition the Tragedy and Comedy are in: 
diftintl Scenes, and may be eafily feparated from each other.. But the 
whole Art of the Tragi-Comi-Paftoral Farce. hes in mterweaving the 
Jeveral kinds of the. Drama with each other, fo. thai they cannot be dis 


finguifl’d or feparated. 
The — that are raisd againft it as a Tragedy ave as flr. 


OF rft, As to the Plot, they dény it to be Tragical, becanfe its Casas. 


frophe is a wedaing, which hath ever been accounted Comical. 
Secondly: 


PREFACE. 


Secondly, A to the Charatters; that shofe of a Jolice of Peace, « 
Parith-Clark,- and an Embryo’s Ghot, are very tmproper to the dignr 
ty of Tragedy, and were never intredac'd by the Aatients, : 


Thirdly, They fay the Sentiments are not Tragical, becaufe they are 
thofe of the loweft country people. 7 


Laftly, They will not allow the Moral to be proper for Tragedy, be- 
caufe the end of Tragedy being to foow human life im ss aifireffes, im- 
perfetizons and infirmities, thereby to Soften the mind of man from its 
natural obduracy and baughtinefi, the Moral ought to have the fame ten- 
dency ; but this Moral, they fay, feems entirely calculated to flatter the 
Audience in their vanity and felf-conceitednefs. 


You all have fenfe enough to find it out. 


To the firft objettion I anfwer, that it is fill a difputable point, ever 
among the beft Criticks, whether a Tragedy may not have a happy Ca- 
taftrophe; that the French Authors are e of this opimon, “ppears - 
moft of thesr Modern 7t agedtes. 7 


In _— to the fecond objetlion, I cannot affirm, that any of the 
Antients have either a Jultice of Peace, @ Parifh-Clark, or az Embryo 
Gholt in their Tragedies; yet whoever will look ito Sophocles, Euri-- 
pides, or Seneca, will find that they greatly affetted to imtroduce Nur- 
fes in all thesr pieces, which every one mujt grant to be an inferior Cha- 
ratler to a Fuftsce of Peace; in imitation of which alfo, Ihave intrody- 
ced a Grandmother and an Aunt. . 


To the third objettion, which is the meannefs of the fentiments, I an- 
fuer that the fentiments of Princes and. clowns have not in realsty that 
difference which they feem to have: thei thoughts are almoft the fame, 
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and they only differ as the fame thought 1s attended with a meannefs or 

pomp of dittion, or receive a different light from the circumftances each 
Charather ss converfant with. But thefe Criticks have forgot the precept of 
their Mafter Horace, who tells them, — | 


————Tragicus plerumque dolet fermone pedeftri. ; 


In anfwer to the objefion againft the Moral, I have only this to al- 
ledge, That the Moral of this piece . 4s conceald; and Morals that are 
couch’d fo as to exercife the judgments of the audience, have not been 
Pifapprovd by the beft Criticks*. And I would have thofe that objett 
azainft it as a piece of Flattery, confider, that there is fuch a Figure as 
the lrony. | tHe &@ @ ©  § 


The Objettsens againft it’ as a Comedy are, | | 

Firft, They objet to the Plot, that st throws the Charatters into the 
deepeft circumftances of diftrefs: Infertors trampled upon by the Tyran- 
ny of Power, a foldier to be fbot for defertion, and an innocent maid 
in the utmoft defpasr. yey i: | 

‘Secondly, That Ghofts are sntroduced, which move terror, a Palhion 
not proper to be moved in Comedy. _ 


Thirdly, They will not allow the S entiments to be comical, becaufe 
they are fuch as naturally flow from the deep diftreffes abovementioned, 
The Speech of a dying man, and his laft advsce to brs child, are what 
one could not reafonably expett flould raife the mirth of an audzence. 


Firft, That the Plot ss comical, I argue from the Peripztia’ and the 
Cataftrophe. Peafcod’s change of fortune upon the reprieves being prods- 


* See Boffa’s Chapter of concealed Sentences : 


FF | | ced 
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ced, Kitty’s diftrefs ending ws the difcharge of her Sweetheart, and the- 


wedding, are all imcideuts that are truly comical. 


To. the fecond objettion I anfwer, That Chofts have not been omstted is the 


antient Comedy; Ariftophanes having laid the Scene of bis Balexyn among 
the fhades ; and Plautus has sstroduc’d a Lar familiaris- 24 hes Prologue to the 
Aulularia, which tho’ not atiually a Ghoft; ts very. hitle better, 


As to the third objettion, That the Sentiments are not Comical, I an- 
Swer, That the Ghofts are the only charaters which are objected to as. 
improper for Comedy, which I have already proved to be jeuftly intredu- 
ced, as followmg the manner of the old’ Comedy ; but as they allow that 


the Sentiments naturally flow from the charatters, thofe of the -fultice,. 
Clowns, &c. which are indi{putably Comical charatters, muft be. Comi- 
cal. For the Sentiments. being conveyd in number and roime; f have 


the authority of the bef nn French Comedies. 


The only objeElion againft it as a Paltoral. falls apex she charatlers | 


which they fay are partly Paftoral, and partly. not fa. They infil par 
ticularly, that a Sergeant of Granadiers ts not a Paftoral charaéfer, and 
that the others ave.fo far frone being im the flate-of i tunaseuce, tha the 
clowns are whoremafters, and the damftls with child | 
To this I reply, tbat Virgil talks of Soldsexs among, his. Shepherds. 


Impius hec tam culta Novalia miles habebit; - 


And the charaéter. of the Goel is drawn according to. the Epinber of 


Virgil, Impius Miles, which may be feen im that ipeen of has, 
You Dog, die like a Soldier---—and be- damn’d. 


For, in fhort, a Soldier to a Swain is. but juft the fame thang that a 
Wolf ss. to bis. Flocks, and is. as mater aily talk'd of or intraducd, As 


for 
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for the reft of the charaéters, I can only fay I have copied nature, ma- 
king the youths amorous before wedlock, and the damfels complying and 
fruitful. Thofe that are the moft comverfant » m the country are the beft 
judges of this fort of nature. 


Lafily, _ = aad aga? it as .a Farce, 


oP 9 rf Becau/e the srvepularis) 0 rf the. Plot foould silibe to. the Ex- 
tyavagance of the aaharile which they fay thes piece wants, and there- 
fare ts na Farce. | ) 


Secondly, They deny the —" to be Farcical, decanfe ibe) are 


“a: in nature. 


Thirdly, Uf & wasia tvwe Farce, the Semtunents ought to be. frasn’d, 
to bear a proportional irregularity with the plot and charathers. | 

To i‘ Firft I anfwer, That the Farcical Scene e of the Ghofts 1s Sean 
duced without any coherence with the reft of the piece, might be en- 
tirely left out, and would not be allowed in a regular Comedy. There 
are sadeeda great number of Dramattck entertastments, wheré are Scenes . 
of thes. kind; but Hone _— in _— are not Comedies, but five. 
Ad Fasces, _ 


Si eile. ti ro Criticks confider only the nature of Farce, that it is, 
made up of abfurdities and 1 incongy nities, and that shofe pieces which have 
rhefe Qualities 3 wm the greatep degree are the moft Farces;. and. they will 
allaw thzs. to be fa from the. charatters, and particularly his that of the : 
Speaking Ghoft of an Embryo, w-the conclufion of the frit Act. I have. 
tis true, Axiftophanes’ Authority for things of this fort in Comedy, who 


. hath fnividlioed a Chorus of Frogs, and made them talk in the follow. ° 
ing manner: 


Ff2 Brexenenss 
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Brtxexexs£y HOLZ» xGE, 
Brexextxi£, .x0aZ, xezts 


Aipraiz xeivav tle, Sc. 


Mr. D’Urfey of our own nation has grven all the fowls of the air the fa- 
culty of fpeech equal with the parrot. Swans and elbow-chairs in the 
Opera of Dioclefian have danc’d upon the Englith Stage with good fuc- 
cefs. Shakefpear hath fome charaters. of this fort, as a {peaking wall, 
and Moonfhine*. The former he defigned to tntroduce (as he tells us 
himfelf) with fomething rough caft about him, and the latter comes in 
with «a lanthora and candle; which in my opinion are charatters that 
make a good figure in the modern Farce. 


| Thirdly, The Jentiments are truly of the Farce kind, as they are the 
Sentiments of the meaneft Clowns conveyd in the pomp of numbers and rhyme ; 
which ss certainly forc’d and out of Manette, and — Farcical, 


| After all I have faid, I would have shefe Critscks only call der, when 
they object againft tt as a Tragedy, that I defign'd st Something of a 
Comedy ; when they cavil at it as a Comedy, that [ had partly a view to 
Paforal; when they attack it as a Paftoral, that my endeavours were 
in fome degree to write a Farce; and when they would defiroy its cha- 
vatter asa Farce, that my defign was a Tragi-Com-Paftoral: I believe 
when they confider this, they will all agree, that I have happsly enough 
executed what f£ purposd, whsch ts all I contend for. Yet that I might 
avoid the cavils and mifinterpretations of fevere Crsticks, I have not calld 
ta Tragedy, Comedy, Paftoral, or Farce, but left the name entirely un- 
determin’d in the doubtful appellation of the What dye call it, which 


* See bis Midfommer Night’s Dream. 
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name I thought unexceptionable ; but I added to # a Tragi-Comi-Pafto- 
ral Farce, as # comprized all thofe feveral kinds of the Drama. 


The Fudicious Reader will eafily perceive, that the unsties are kept as 
in the moft perfect pieces, that the Scenes are unbroken, and Poetical 
Fuftice frilly obferv’d ; the Ghoft of the Embryo and the Parith-Girle 
are entire new charatters. I might enlarge further upon the conduit of the 
particular Scenes, and of the piece im general, but foall only fay, that. 
the Succefs this piece bas met with upon the Stage, geves encouragement 
to our Dramatick Writers to follow sts Model; and evidently demon- 


JPrates that this fort of Drama ss no lefs fit for the Theatre than thofe 
-" have fucceeded in, 


Dramatis 


ite 


Dramatis Perfone. 


M EN. 


Sir Roger 

Sit Humphry 

Juftice Statute 

Squire Thomas, Sir Roger’s Son , ahas, Thomas Fi bert, 
Jonas Dock, alias Zsmothy Peafcod 
Peter Nettle, the Sergeant 

Steward to Sir Roger 

Conftable 

Corporal 

Stave, a Parifh-Clark. 

The Ghoft of a Childunborn 
Countrymen, Ghofts, and Soldiers. 


Mr... MG/kr. 
Mr. Crof. 
Mr, Shepherd. 
Mr. Jobnfan. 
Mr. Penkethmpan. 
Mr. LVorrsis. 

Mr. Quin. 

Mr. Penroy. 
Mr. Weller. 


Mr. Norris Junior. 


W OM E N. 


Kitty, the Steward’s Daughter, alias Kitty Carrot 
Dorcas, Peafcod’s Sifter 

Joyce, Peafcod’s Daughter left upon the Parith 
Aunt 

Grandmother. 


Mrs. Bicknell. 
Mrs. Wellis Senior, 
Mifs 7% ounger. 


| Mrs. Baker. 


WHAT DYE CALL IT. 
TracGcti-C OMI-P a STORAL 


F A R-C GE 


SCENE, A Country Fufice’s Hall, adorn’d with 
Scutcheons and Stags Horns. 


Enter Steward, Squire, Kitry, Dock, aud others in Country Habits. . 
m.O, you are ready in your parts, and in your 
drefs too, I fee; your own beft cloaths do 
the bufinefs. Sure never was Play and 
actors {0 fuited. Come, range your felves 
before me, women on the right, and men 


on the left. Squire Zhomas, you make a good figure, 
[The Attors range themfelves. 


ear 
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SQUIRE 7 
Ay, thanks to Barnaby’s Sunday dealin: but call | 


me Thomas Filbert, as 1 am in the Play. 


STEWARD. | 
‘cine up, daughter, and make Kztty Carrot the fhi- 
ning part: Squire Thomas is to be in love with you to 


night, girle. 
KITTY. 


Ay, ‘TI have felt Squire Ziomas’s love to my coft. I 


have little ftomach to play, in the condition he hath 
‘put me into. [ Afide. 


STEWARD. _ 
“fonas Dock, dof thou remember thy name? 
DOCK. oe 
My:name? ‘Jo~—-Fo--Fonas. No---that was the name 
my Godfathers gave me. My play name is Timothy 


Pea----Pea-—Peafcod; ay, Peafcod—and am to be thot 
for a deferter. — 


STEW ARD. 
And you, Dolly? 

DOLLY. 
An't pleafe ye, I am Dorcas, Peafcod s fitter, and am. 


to be with child, as it were. 


1 COUNTRYMAN. 
And I] am to take her up, as it were-—-I am the Con- 


{table. 
2 COUN TRIYM AN. 


And Lam to fee Zim fhot, as it were~~I am the — 
coeom, | 


STEWARD. 
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STEWARD. 

But what is become of our fergeant ? 

DORCAS. | : 

Why Peter Nettle, Peter, Peter. [Enter Nettle. 

NETTLE — 

Thefe ftockings of Sufan's coft a woundy deal of 
pains the pulling: on: But what’s a fergeant without 
red ftockings ? 

| DOCK. 

Ill drefs thee, Peter, I'll drefs thee. Here, ftand 
ftill, I muft twift thy neckcloth; I would make thee 
hold up thy head, and have a ruddy complexion ; but 
prithee don’t look black in the face, man. [Rolling 
his neckclth.| Thou muft look fierce and dreadful. 
[Making whiskers with a burnt cork.) But what fhall 
we do for agrenadier’s cap? 

 STEWAR D. 

Fetch the leathern bucket that hangs in the belfey 
that is curioufly painted before, and. will make a figure. 

 NETTELE. - 

No, no, I have what's worth twenty on’t: the Pope’ s 
mitre, that my mafter Sir Roger feiz’'d, when “ would 
have burnt him at our market town, | 

STEWARD. 
~ So, now let ev'ry body withdraw, and prepare to begin 
the play. [Exeunt Actors.| My daughter debauched ! 
and by that booby Squire! well, perhaps the conduct 
of this play may retrieve her folly, and preferve her re- 
putation. Poor girle! I cannot forget thy tears. 
— G¢g Enter 


Daas 
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Enter Sir Roger. 
Sr ROGER. .- 7 

Look ye, Steward, don’t tell me you can’t bring them 
in. I will have a ghoft; nay, I will have a compe. 
rence of ghofts. What, fhall our neighbours think we 
are not able to make a ghoft® A play without a ghot 
is like, is like,---i’ gad it is like nothing. | 

STEWARD. 
Sir, be fatisfied; you fhall have ghofts. | 
| Sr ROGER. | | 

And is the play as I order’d it, both 4-Fragedy and 
a Comedy? I would have it a Paftoral t00: and if you: 
could make it a Farce, fo much the better~~and what 
if you crown’d afl with a {pice of yoar Opera? You 
know my neighbours never faw a Play before; and d'¥e 
fee, I would fhew them all forts of Plays under one. 

oo sre aR D: 
Sir Roger, it is contrived for that yery purpofe. 
: eer (Sar ka G ER. Y Ee two fultices, 

Neighbours, you are welcome. Is not this Steward 
of mine @ pure ingenious fellow now, to make fach a 
Play for us thefe Chrifinas holidays, [Exit Steward 
bowing.|--— A rare beadpsece! he has. ic here, ? faich. 
[Pointing to lis own bead.} But indeed, I gave him the 
hint-— To fee now what contrivance fome folks have! 
We have fo-fitted the parts to my tenants, that ev'by 
sir eke 7 his pies way !—-and thea we have made. 
juft three juffices mm the play, to be play’d by us three 
Jer tenet sayy ei Play, fo P = 7 us three 


re FUSES TICE: 
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1 JUSTICE. 
7Zooks!---{o it iss----maim ingenious.—and can we fit 
and fmoke at the fame time we act? | 
Ay, ay,~-we have but three or four words to fay, 
—-and may drink and be good company in peace and 
filence all the while after. — ax fF 
2 FJUSTIC E. | 
But how {hall we know when we are ta fay thefe 
famewords? oo Be 
Ol Sr ROGER: ot eee 
This fhall be the fignal--when I fet dawn the tan- 
kard, then {peak you, se eek ant og when Sir 
Humphry {ets down the tankacd, {peak you, Squire Sta- 
tute. ; gUSTTIC i. a ee 
Ah, Sit Roger, ‘you are old deg at thefe things. 
bt JUSTICE oe 
To be furee ie 
1 Sr R@G@ER 7 1 
Why neighbours, you know, expericnce, experience | 
—IJ remember your Harts: and’ your’ Bettertons--- But 
to fee your Orkella, neighbouss,—-how be would rave 
and roar,. about a foolifh flower’d handkerchief!-- 
and then he would groul ‘fo manfttly,-—and he would - 
put out the light, and ‘put the light out fo cleverly! 
but hufh-—--the Prologue, the Prologue. 
[They feat themfelves with much ceremony at the table, on which 
are pipes and tobacco, and a'large fdver tankard. 
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Spoken by Mr. Pinkethman 


HE entertainment of this ni ht —or day,” 
This fomething, or this nothing of a Play, 


Which firives to pleafe all palates at ati me, 


With ghofts and men, fongs, dances, profe and rbime 

This comic fitory, or this tragic Jeft, _ 
May. make you laugh, or cry, as you hike befts. 

May exercife your good, or your ill-nature, 

Move with diftrefs, or tickle you with fatyr. — 

All muft be pleas 'd too with their Parts, we think: 
Our mat ids have fweethearts, and their W. on fips arink. 
Criti chs, we know, by antient rules may maul i its 

But fure Gallants + raft like. ~the W hat d ye call it 


- ACT 
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ACT lL SCENE lL 


Sr Rocer, Sr Humpury, Juflice STATUTE; 
ConsTaBLE, FILBERT, SERGEANT; Kirry, 
DorcAsS, GRANDMOTHER, AUNT. 


Sr ROGER. 


ERE, Yhomas Filbert, an{wer to your name, 
Dorcas hath {worn to you fhe owes her fhame: 
Or wed her ftrait, or elfe youre fent afar, 
To ferve his gracious Majefty in war. 
FILBERT. 
Tis falfe, ‘tis falfe—I fcorn thy odious touch. 
[Pufhing Dorcas from him. 
DORCAS. 
When their turn’s ferv’d, all men will do as much. 
— KITTY. 
Ah, good your Worfhips, eafe a wretched maid. 
To the right father let the child be laid. 
| Art 


rv. 
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Ast thou not perjit'd+—mark his hatmlefs look. | 
How canft thou, Dorcas, kifs the Bible book? 
Haft thou no confcience, doft not fear O/d Nick? 
Sure fure the ground will ope, and take thee quick. 
| SERGEANT 
Zooks! never wed, ’tis fafer much to roam; 
For what is war abroad to war at home? 
Who wou'd not fooner bravely rifque his life; 
For what's a cannon toa fcalding wife? 
FILRERZ. | 
Well, if I mut, I muft-—-I hate the wench, 
lll bear a mufquet then againft the French. - 
From door to door-’'d fooner whine and beg, 
Both arms fhat off, and on a woeeden leg, 


“Than marry fuch a trapes— No, no, I'll not: 


—Thou wilt too late repent, when I am thot. 
But, — why doft cry ?— 
GRA NDMO T if E R. 
| ——Stay, Juttice, flay: 
Ah, little did I think to fee this day? 


Mutt 
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Muft Grandfon Filbert to the wars be pre? 
Alack! I knew him when he fuck’d the breaft, 
Taught him his catechifim, the fefcue held, 
And join’d his letters, when the bantling {pell’d. 


His loving mother left him to my care. 


Fine child, as like his Dad as he could ftare! 

Come Candlemas, nine years t60 fhe dy’d, 

And now Hies buried by the yew-tree’s fide: 
AUNT. 

O tyrant Juftices! have you forgot 

How my poor brother was in Flanders fhot® 

You prefs’d my brother— he ffal? walk in white;. 

He fitalf— and fhake your curtains ev’ty night. 

What though a paulery hare he rafhly kilfd,, 

That crofsd the furrows while he plough’d the Field? 


You fent him oer the hills and'far aways } 
Left His old mother to the parifh pay, 4. 
With whont he fftar'd his ten pence ev'ry day. i 


Wat kill'd a: bith, was from - lis far tern’ed aut 5: 
You took the law of Fhomas forattout;. 
You 
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You ruin’d: my poor uncle at the izes, . 

And made him pay nine pounds for Nifiprifes. 

Now will you: prefs: my harmlefs nephew too? - 

Ah, what has confcience with the rich todo! 
[Sir Roger takes up the Tankard. 

Though in my hand no filver tankard fhine; 

Nor my dry lip be dy’d with claret wine, 

Yet I can fleep in peace— 


Sr ROGER. [After having drunk. 
ea ee ee Woman, forbear. 
Sr HUMPHRY. _. [Drinking. 
The man’s within the a& | 
hice STATUTE. Drinking alfo. 


——__—___+___—. The law. is clear. 
SERGEANT. 
Hale let their Worfhips orders be obey’d. 
KITTY | | [Kueekng, 
Behold how low. you have reduc'da maid. 
Thus to your Worfhips on my knees I fue, — 
(A pofture never known but in the pew) — oS 
If 


Thee WHAT DYE .CAUL IT. 233 
If we can money for our taxes find, 
Take that— but ah! out {weethearts leave behind... ._ 
To trade fo barb’rous he was never bred, 
The blood ‘of vermine all the blood he fhed:' 
How fhould he, harmlefs youth, how fhould -he thier 
Who killd but. poulcats, learn to murder men? - 

*" < DORCAS. 7 

O Thomas, Thomas! hazard not thy life 
By all that’s good, Pil make a loving wife: 
I'll prove a true pains-taker day and night, 


TIL {pin and card, and keep our children tight. 


I can knit ftockings, you can thatch a barn; . 
If you earn:ten-pence, I my groat can earn. | 


How {hall I wecp to hear this infant cry? —. 
[ber band on ber belly. 


He’ ll have. no father — and no husband I. 
KITTY. 
Hold, Thomas, hold, nor — that fhamelefs witch : 
I can fow plain- -work, I can darn and fitch ; 5 | 
I can bear fultry days and frofty weathers 
ba yes, my Thomas, we will go together; | 
Hh Beyond 
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Beyond the feas together will we go, 
In camps together, as at harveft, glow. 
This arm fhall be a bolfter for thy head, 
Tl fetch clean ftraw to make my foldier’s bed: 
There, while thou flcep'ft, my apron a’er thee hold, 
Or with it patch thy tent againft the cold. 
Pigs in hard rains ’'ve watch’d, and {hall I do 

That for the pigs, I would not bear for you? . 
 FFEBERT. | 
Oh, ‘Kitty, Kitty, eanft thou quit the rake, 
And leave thefe meadows for thy fweetheart’s fake > 
Canft thou fo many gallant foldiers fee, -_ 
And captains and lieutenants flight for me? 
Say, canft thou hear the guns, and never fhake, 
Nor ftart at oaths that make a chriftian quake? 
‘Canft thou bear hunger, canft thou march and toil 
A long long way, a thoufand thoufand mile? 
And when thy Zom's blown up, or fhot away, 
Then canft thou ftarve ?-they’ll cans thee of my pay. 


Sr ROGER. 
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Sr ROGER { Drinking. 
Take out that wen¢h—— a a 
Sr @UMPARYN | [ Drinksng- 


But give her pennance Meet. 
Fufice STATUTE. [ Drinking alfa, 
Ill fee her ftand—next funday—in a fheet. 
oo DORCAS 

Ah! why does nature give us fo auch caufe 

To make kind-hearted lafles break the laws > 

Why fhould hard laws kind-hearted laffes bind, 
When too foft nature draws us after kind? ~ 


se HEE eee 


SCENE I 
Sr Rocer, Sr Humpury, Jafice Srarvres 
FILBERT, SERGEANT, Kirry, GRANDMo- 
THER, AUNT, SOLDIER. OO 
SOLDIER. 
Sergeant, the captain tq your quarters feats 
To ev'ry ale-houfe in the town.J went. 
- Hh2 | Our 


Ls 
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Our Corp’ral now has the deferter found ; 
The men are all drawn out, the pris’ner bound. 


SERGEANT. [7o Filbert, 
Come, foldier, come— 
KITTY. 
———__—_—__-__-—_ Ah! take me, take me too. - 


GRANDMOTHER. 
Stay, —— wench ; ; 


AUN T. | 
——~-—- What would the creature do? 


This week thy mother means to wafh and brew. 
_kIrry, 

Brew dhe fhe may her felf} or wafh or bake ; ; 
I'd leave ten mothers for one {weetheart’s fake. 


Q juftice moft unjuft !— 


FIL BERT: 
————_———~————. O) tyranny! 
KITTY 
~HowcanI part? pt 7 


FILBERT, 
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FIL BERT. 
__ eS  ————— Alas! and how can I? 
KITTY. 


O rueful day! 
FILBERT. 


_—______— Ruefil indeed, I trow. 


KITTY 
O woeful day! 
seuaine 
— A day indeed of woe! ' 
KITTY 


When sentlefolks their {weethearts leave behind, 

They can write letters, and {ay fomething kinid 5 

But how {hall Filbert urito me endite, 7 . 
When neither I can read, not he ‘can write? 

Yet, Juftices, permit us eer we part 
To break this ninepence, as you've broke our heart. 
FILBE RT. [Breaking the Ninepence. 

As this divides, thus are we torn in twain. 


eee ee | _* 


q 
1 aAA 
1 
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KIT7N |. [ Josning the Pieces. 


And as this meets, thus may we meet again. 


[She 7s dravin away os one fide of the Stage 
by Aunt and Grandmother, 


Yet one look more — 
| FILBERT, 
[Haul d off on the other fide by the Sergeam. 
— One more eer yet we &0. 


KITTy. 

To part is death. _— 
FILBERT. 
ter Tis death to part, 

ae. KITTY 
rr eel es ee Ah! 
FILBERT. 


A LENT CN AO cy pe paren ; To ) Oh! om 


SCENE 
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SGENE It. 


Sir Roczn, Sr Humpury, Jufice STATUTE, 
and CON&TABLE. 


Sr ROGER. [Drinking. 
See, conftable, that ev'ry one withdraw. 
Sin HUMPHRY. —_ Drinking. 
We've bufinefs—.— 
Jufice STATUTE. —— (Drinking allo. 


———To difcufs a point of law, _ 


SCENE IV. 
Sr ROGER; Sir Humpnry, Fuptice STATUTE. 


. They [eer im carneft difeanrge. 
Se RAGE R. 
I fay the Prefsaé& plainly makes it out. 
Ss HUMPR RE 


Doubtlefs, Sir Roger.——— 
| Fuftice 
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| Jace STATUTE. 
—_—_——_—__—— — Brother, without doubt. 
A. Ghoft rifes. 
GHOST « | 
Im Jeffry Cackle.— You my death thall rue ;. 
For I was prefsid by you, be you, by you. 
[Pointing to the Fuftices. 
Another Ghoft rifes. | 
| 2. GHOST. 
i'm eos the farrier. — You my death fhall rue ; 
For I was prefs'd by you, by you, by you. 
A Woman's Ghoft rifes. 
-, 3 GHOST. 
I'm Be/fs that hang’d my felf for Smut fotrues 
So owe my death to you, to you, to you. 
A Ghoft of an Embryo rifes. 
| 4 GHOST. 
I was begot before my mother married, 


Who whipt by you; of me poor child mifcarried. 


| Ania 
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Anotiver woman's Ghoft rifes. | 
5 GH 0 S 7. 
Its mother I, whois you whipt black and blue; 
Both owe our deaths to you, to you, to you. 
[Al Ghofts _— their heads. 
Sr ROGER. | 
Why do you fhake yout mealy heads a at me! ? 
You cannot fay I did it-—— : 
BOTH JUSTICES. 
—_——__— -__ —- ——- — No—-nor we. | 


All three | 
> GHOST 
—____———— All three.- 
3 GHOST. 
—————_— — —. —— All three-——— _ | 
‘ GHosT. oo 
All three— 
5 @GC@HOST. 
———-— All three, 
li : A 


Gene) awe EE gaawe Cees pee Hees, 
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A SONG —_ difmmally by a Guosrt. 


Y E goblins, and fairys, 
With frisks and VALAIS, 
| Te fairys and goblins, 
With hoppitgs and hobbhi nes, 
Caine all, come a 
To Sir —_ — ball. 


~ vi 
‘ ,‘ ao ee 
- 7 t. . J Bw 


All fairys and goblint,.. ae 
All goblins amd Jair ys, . 

With hoppings and hobblings, 
With frisks and vagarys.. 


CHORUS, 
Sing, goblins ani fairys, : 
Sing, fairys and goblins, 
With frisks and * VAZATYS, 
And hoppings and hobbhi ngs 
' (The ghofts-dance round the Fuftsces, who i Ma a 
fright, and the ghofts. vantfh.. 
A CT 
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ACT IL SCENE L 
A Field. 


TimMorTray PRAScOD bound;, CORPORAL, 
| SOLDIERS and COUNTRYMEN. © 
CORPORAL 
‘Fand off there, countrymen: and: you, the guard, 
* Keep clofe your pris'‘ner—fee that all’s prepar’d. 
Prime all your firelocks——faften well'the ftake. 
P-EASEOD. _ 
‘Tis too much, too much trouble for my fake. | 
O fellow-foldiers, countrymen and fricnds, 
Be warn'd by me to fhun untimely énds : | 
Fox evil courfés.am I brought to fhame, 
And from my foul Ido repent the fame. | 
_ Oft my kind Gransam told me=—Tim, take warning, 
Be good-~ and fay tby j pray xs—-- and mind thy Icatning. 
But-&, fad wretch, went on from crime to crimes 
I Pay d at nine-pins fr in fermen time: 
Ti 2 I 


Fe ee ees " 


1AM 
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Irob’d the Parfon’s orchard next; and then 
(For which I pray forgivenefs) ftole-—a hen.. 
When I was prefs d, 1 told them the firft day 
I wanted heart to fight, fo ran away ; 
[Attempts to run off, but is prevented: 
For-which behold I die. - ’Tisa plain cafe, 
"Twas all a judgment for my want: of grace. 

[The foldiers prime, with their muskets towards him. 
Hold, hold, my friends; nay, hold, hold, hold, I pray; 
They may go off—-and I have more to fay. _ 

sy COUNTRY MAN 
Come, ‘tis no time to talk | 
2 COUNTRIMAN 


——+ Repent thine ill, 
_ And pray in this good book.— [Gives him a book. 
RPEASCOD. 


oa 


—J] will, I will. 

Lend me hy handkercher— The Pilgris’ 5 pro—> 
[Reads and weeps: 

d cannot fee for teats) Pro—Progre{s- Ohl 

lhe 
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The Pilgrim's Progre[s--eighth—edi-ti-on 
Lon-don-prin-ted-for--Ni-cho-las Bod-ding-ton: 
With new ad-di-tions never made before. 
Oh! “tis fo ERs I can read no more. 


[Drops the book. 


SCENE IL 


PEASCOD, Corporat, SOLDIERS; COUNTRY: 
_ MEN; SERGEANT, FILBERT. 


SERGEANT. 
What whining’ sthis ?—-boys, {ee your guns well rammd, 
You dog, die like a foldier— and be damn’d. 
F I LB E R 7. 


My friend in ropes! 
“ _pEASCOD. 

—I fhould not thus be bound, 
Jf 1 had Means, and could but raife five pound, © 
The cruel Corp'ral whifper'd in my eat, 


Five pounds, if rightly tipt, would fet me clear. 
FILBE R 7. 


ETE QE GEES GME tea 


as ce aca ee? rege ees SS Se 
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FILBERT ~ 

Here— Peafcod, take my paych-—'tis all, a 

(For what is Means and life when Kitty's gene!) . 

‘Tis my prefs-money——can this filver fail? — 

‘Tis all, except one fixpence {pent in ale. 


This had a ring for Kitty's finger bought, 


Kitty on me had by that token thought. 
But for thy life, poor Zim, ifthis can do’; 
Take it, with all my: foyl--thou’rt welcome to't. 
| ee [Offers him bis purfe 
1 COUNTRIY.M AN. 
And take. my fourteen pence- | 
> COUNTRYIMAN. 


Ee) QE CE mec? GETS pemeesTs 


And my cramp-ring. 


~ Would, for thy fake, it were a better thing. 


3 COUNTFREM AN 
aii matter. Sergeant, take my box of copper. 

4 COUNTRYMAN 
And my wife’s thimblke—— 

5 COUNTRY MAN. 


——————-———-—— And this bacco-ftopper. 
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SERGEANT 

No bribes. Take back your things-Tll have them not. 
PEASCOD. - 

Oh! muft I die?-—— _ | 

CHORUS of EQUNTRIYMEN. 

——_——_—-++-+— Oh! mutt poor Zim be fhot! - 
PE ASC OD. 

But let me kifs thee fir—— [Embracing Filbert. 


oo =, -_ oo ss oa «3 ore 


SCEN Eel. 

PEASCOD, CoRPORAL, SOLDIERS; CouNtTRyY-: 

MEN> SERGEANTs PILBERT) DGRCAS.: 

DORGAS. 

———_-——_-——+ Ah, brothet 7ym, 
Why thefe clofe hugs? I.ewe my fhamé'to him... 
He {corns the now, le leaves me in: the lurch; 
In a white fheee poor I muft ftand at church. 


O marry me—[7o Filbert.]. Thy. fitter is: with child. 


[Zo Tim. | 
And he, ’twas he my tender heart beguil'd. 
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PEASCOD: + 
Could’ft thou do this? — thou — 
thes anger to Filbert. 
SERGEANT. 
——_——__—__—___—__——-D ray out ‘the men: 
Quick to the ftake; you muft be dead by ten. 
DORCAS. 
Be dead! muft 7im be dead !\—— _ 
PEASCOD. 
He muft—he mutt. 
‘:D ORCAS. 
Ah! I fhall fink downright; my heart will burft. 
—Hold, Sergeant, hold—yet e’er you fing the Pfalms, 


GRRE CREE eee cree 


Ah! let me eafe my confcience of its qualms. 

O brother, brother! Fe/bert ftill is true. 

I fouly wrong’d him—do, forgive me, do. [7o Filb. 
The Squire betray'd me; nay,—and what is worfe, 

_ Brib’d me with two gold guineas in this purfe, 

To {wear the child to Filbert. 


PE ASCO D. 
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PE A SC 0 D. 
— —-—— —_— — ——- What a Few 
My fifter is!—Do, Tom, forgive her, do. [To Filb. 
FILBERT. 7 [4ifes Dorcas 


But fee thy bafe-born. child, thy babe of fhame, 
Who left by thee, upon our parith came; — 
Comes for r thy ome nee , | 


SCENE IV. 


PEASCOD, Gases Sotpiers, CouNTRY- 
MEN, SERGEANT); FILBERT; sian pene 


PEAS COD. 
—_——_ —_—__— Oh! my fins of youth ! 
Why on the haycock didft thou tempt me, Ruth? 
O fave me, Sergeant ;—how fhall I comply? 

I love my daughter fo—I cannot die. 
| JOYCE. 
Mutt father die! and I be left forlorn? 


A lack a day! that ever Joyce was born! — 
| Kk , : No 
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No grandfire in his arms e’er dandled me, 
And no fond mother dane’d me on her knee. 


They faid, ifever father got his pay,.” 


I fhould have two-pence ev’ry market day. 
_ 2 PEASCOD. | | 
Poor child; hang forrow, and caft care behind thee, 
The parifh by this badge is bound to find thee. 
{ Pointing to the badge on her aru 

FOrCE. | 

The parifh finds indeed—but our —— 
Feaft on the filver, and give us the farthings. 
Then my {chool-miftrefs, like a vixen Turk, 
Maintains her lazy husband by our work: 
Many long tedious days I’ve worfted {pun 5. 
She grudg’d me yictuals when my task was done. 
Heav'n fend mea good fervice! for I now — 
Am big enough to wafh, or milk a cow. 

PEAS CO D; 
O that I had by charity been bred! ~ 
I then had been much betieteotataete than fed. 
Inftead 
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Inftead of keeping nets again& the law, 
I might have learnt accounts, and {ung So/—fz. 
Farewel, my child; {pin on, and mind thy book, 
And fend thee ftore of grace therein to look. © 
Take warning by thy fhamelefs Aunt; lef thou 
Should’ft o'er thy baftard weep—as I do now. 
Mark my laft words—-an honeft living get ; 
Beware of Papifhes, and learn to knit. 

[Dorcas keads out Joyce fabbing and crying. 


SCENE V. 


PEASCOD, CORPORAL, SOLDIERS, CouNTRY- 

MEN, SERGEANT, FILBERT. 

| FILBERT. 
‘Let’s drink before we part—for forrow’s dry. 
To Tim's fafe paflage—— 
[Takes out a brandy-bottle, and drinks. 
s COUNTRIMAN. 

Pll drink too. 
Kk 2 2 COUNTRY. 
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2» COUNTRIYMAN. 
And I 
a  PEASCOD. 
Stay, let me pledge—'tis my laft earthly liquor. [ Drinks. 
—When I am dead you'll bind my grave with wicker. 
[They lead him to the fake. 
1 COUNTRIMAN : : 
He was a {pecial ploughman bos [Sighing’ 
~lenieateen’ 
—_—_—_— —_— —_-—_ Harrow’d well! | 
3 COUNTRIMAN. 
And at our maypole ever bore the’ bell! 
PEASCOD. 
Say, is it fitting in this very field, 
Where I fo oft have reap'd, fo oft have till’d: 
This field, where from my youth I’ve been a carter, - 
I, in this field, fhould die for a deferter? | 
FIEBERT ~~ 
‘Tis hard, ’tis wondrous hard!—— 


SERGEANT. 
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SERGEANT 
— += Zooks, here’s a pother. 
Strip him; I'd ftay no longer for my brother. 
— | PE ASCOD. — 
[Diftributing his things among his friends. 
Take you my ’bacco-box—my neckcloth, you.. 
To our kind Vicar fend this bottle-skrew: 
But wear thefe breeches, Jom; they're quite bran-new. 
- FLLBERT. 
Farewell— 
r COUNTRYMAN. 
——— Bye; Tim—— 
2 COUNTRIYMAN. 
Bye, Zim. - 
3; COUNTRIYMAN. 
————__——— Adieu. © 
(4 COUNTRYIYMAN 
+. Adiers. 


[They all take their leave' of Peafcod by 
soaks ng hands with him. 


SCENE 
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SCENE VL 
Peascop, Corporat, Souprers, Coun rer- 
MEN, SERGEANT) FILBERT, to them a So.LnpI- 
ER in great hafte. | 
SOLDIER | | 
Hold—why fo furious, Sergeant? by your leave, 
Untye the pris’ner—fee, here's a reprieve. 
[Shows a paper. 
CHORUS of COUNTRIYMEN. [Huzzaing, 
A reprieve, a reprieve, a reprieve! 
[Peafcod'is untyd, and embraces bis friends. 


SCENE VIL - 


PEAScOoD, CoRPORAL; SOLDIERS, CoUNTRY- 
MEN, SERGEANT, FILBERT, CONSTA BLE. 


CONSTABLE 
Friends, reprehend him, reprehend him there. 
SERGE ANI. 
For what ?/—— 


" 
mH 
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CONSTABLE. a 
—— For ftealing gaffer Gap’s pray mare. _ 
[Zbhey feize the Sergeant. 
PE ASC OD. | | 
Why, heark ye, heark ye, friend; you'll go to pot. 
Would you be rather hang’d—hah!—hane’d or fhot? 
SERGEANT. _ 
Nay; hold, hold, hold— — _-. 
PE ASC OD. 
Not if you. were my brother. 
Why, friend, fhould you not hang as well’s another ? 
CONSTABLE | 
Thus faid Sir Fobn— the law muft take its courfe ; 
Tis law that he may {cape who fteals a horfe. 
But (faid Sir Jobn) the ftatutes all declare, 
The man fhall fure be hang’d—that fteals a mare. 
PEASCOD [to the Sergeant. 
Ay _sight-he fhall be hang’d that fteals a mare. 
He fhall be hang’d—that’s certain ; and good caufe, 
A rare good fentence.this—how is't?the laws 


No 
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No —not the laws —the ftatutes all declare, 

The man that ‘fteals a mare fhall {ure—be—hang’d, - 
No, no—he fhall be hang’d that fteals a mare. 


[Exit Sergeant guarded, Countrymen, &e. 
huzzaing after him. 


SCENE VIL 


Kitrry, with her hair loofey GRANDMOTHER, AUNT, 
FiAYMAKERS; “Eons of SIGHS and GROANS, 


KITTY 
Dear — fields, farewell s ye flocks, and you 
Sweet meadows, glitt’ring with the pearly dew: 
-Andthou, my rake, companion of my cares, 
Giv'n by my mother in my younger years: 
With thee the toils of full eight {prings I've known, 
‘Tis to thy help I owe this hat and gown 
On thee I lean’d, forgetful of my work, 


While Jom gaz'd on me, propt upon his fork : 
Farewell, 


te WHAT D'TE CALL.IT 257 


Farewell, farewell ; ; for all thy task is o'er, 7 


Kitty fhall want thy fervice now no more. 
(Flings away the rake. > 
CHORUS. 9f SIGHS and-GROANS. - 
Ah— O!—Sure never was the like’ before! 
| KiTtT Y.. 
Happy ts maid, whofe fweetheart never —_— 


The foldier’s dein, nor writ of Juftice-féars. _ 
Our bans thrice bid! and for our weddin® day - 
My kerchief bought! then prefs’d, then forc’d away! 
CHORUS of SIGHS andGROANS, 
Ah! O! poor foul! alack! and well a day! J 
@ KI7T7Y. | 


| 
> 
| 


You, Befs, ftill reap with Harry by your fide : 


You, Jenny, fhall next Sunday be a bride: 
But I forlorn! — This ballad fhews my care; : 
| [Gives Sufan a ballad. 
Take this fad ballad, which I bought at fair: 
Stefan can fing —do you the burthen bear, - 


Li 


> 
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A BALLAD 
‘. | 
: T W AS when the feas were roaring’ 
With hollow blafts of winds | 
AA damfel lay deploring, 
All on avock rechn'd. 
Wide oer the rolling billows 
— She caft a wiftful looks 
| Her head was crown'd with willows 
that tremble oer the brook. 
IL e 
Tueke months are gone and over, 
And nine long tedious days. 
Why aidft thou, ventrous lover, 
Why didft thoy truft the feas ? 
Ceafe, ceafe, thew cruel ocean, 
And let my lover refi : 
Ah! what's thy troubled motion 
To that within my breaft? 
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IT. 


The merchant, rob'd of pleafure, — . - 


Sees tempefts in defpairs 


But what's the lofs of treafure = 


To lofing of my dear? — 
Should you forse coaft be lard an. 


Where gold and dimonds grow, 


You'd find a richer maidem 


But none that laves you fo. 2. 


IV. | 

How can they fay that nature 

Has nothing made in vains 

Why then beneath the water — 
Should hideous rocks remain? - 


_. Noyes the rocks difcover, 


That lurk beneath the deep, ° 


To wreck the wand ng lover, 


And leave the maid te weep. 


« NU 4 » 


tee 
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V. All 
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IV. 

All melancholy hing, 

Thus wail d {befor her dears 
_ Repay'd each blaft with fighing,. 

Each billow with atears 

When, o'er the tubite wave ftooping, — 
His floating corpfe fhe {pyds ... 

hen like a hilly droopingy.. 
She bowd her head; and dy'd. 


KITTY. 
Why in this world fhould wretched Kitty {tay # 
W hat if thefe hands fhould make my felf away? 
I could not fure do otherways than “— | 
A maid fo true’s too innocent for hell.’ 
But hearkye, Cis— (Whifpers and ives her a a penknife 
° AUNT..+ °° 
———_—— —, —— I'll. dot—tis but to iy 
If the poor foul can have. the heart to die. 
Lh de to the Haymakers. 
Thus — 


The WHAT PTE CALL IT. 261 
_ Thus then I ftrike— but turn thy head a 


KIPTY. 
Tis fhamelefs flare to fall as pigs have dy’d. 
No—-take this, cord—,. - — [Gives ber a cord: 
AU NYT. 


__—-—_______ With this thou fhalt be fed: 


— [Putting the noofe round her neck... 
KITTY . ae 


| But c curs are re hang’d.- mn | 
a AUNT. | . 
——_—__———— — Chriftians fhould dic i in bed:. 
OO KITTY: 
Then lead me thither ; there Tilmoan.and weep,, . | 
And clofe thefe weary. eyes in death.. 
AUN T.:. 


or fleep.  [Afide: 
RK Lt T y ae Oe | 
When I am idk: and ftyetch'd upon: my bier,. 


My reftlefs {prite” fhall walk at midnight here:. 


oO 


Here: 
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Here fhall-I walk—-for twas beneath yon tree 
FEy/hert firtt faid he lov'd—<lov’d only me. 


| [Kitty faints. 
GRANDM OoT HE R. | 
She lie _ {oul——help, Dolly. 
a ed 4#UN / | 
ots ctecnnee eee SHES in fits. 
Bring water, water, water.— (Screaming. 


GRANDMO Tr HER. 
——————~- — Fetch her wits. 

prs throw water upon her. 

KITT SP. 

Hah!—J.am tum'd a ftreamm—-look all below; 
- It flows, and flows, wad will for ever flow. - . 
The meads are all afloat-—the haycocks fwim. 
Hah! who comes heret— my Filbert! drown not him. 
Bagpipes in butter, flocks in ‘fleecy fountains, 
Churns, —s _— haae ae a mountains. | 


SCENE 
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SCENE IX. 


KiTry; Tn AUNT; HIAYMAKERS; - 
| PILBERT. 


KiTrTry. 
It 1s his ghoft-—~or. is it he indeed? 


Wert thou not fent to war? hah, doft thou bleed ?: 


No ——'tis my Filbert. 8 

FIL BERT. - {embracing ber. 
oii: ey EIS he, 'tis he. 
Dorcas confefs'ds the Juttice fer me free, 
I'm thine again. ‘ 
oxirrr | 

— ——_———_______I thine— 

FIL . E RT. 


—— Our fears are fled. 
Come, let's to Church, to. s leis 


emcee ame Sm metadata etait —— eee 


KITTY. 
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KITTY. 
pontrrememennnigthanietenss ies 
FILBERZ 
cos micas agg bed 2 eae eee 
CHORUS of HATMAKERS. 
A wedding, a ean ip oe a bedding. 


- = [Exeunt all the: idtors. : 


Vr ROG E R: , 
me now for the wedding. Where's he that plays 
the Parfon: Now, neighbours, youfhall fee what was 
never fhewn upon the London ftage.— Why, heigh “ay! 
what’s our Play at a ftand? 
Enter a Countryman. 
COUNTRIYMAN... | ; 
So, pleafe your worlhip, I fhould a . play'd the 
Parfon, buteour, Curate would not lend his gown, fot 
he fays it is a profanation. . . .. 
Sr ROGER. 
W hat a {crupulous whim is this? an innocent thing! 
believe me, an innocent. thing. . © 
[the Fuftices a ont by nods and 1LHS. 
Enter Stave ie pari Clark. fam 
STAVE. | 
Matter Doétor faith he hath two and twenty eiad 
reafons againft it from the Fathers, and he is come him- 
{elf to utter them unto your Worthi ip. 


|—CUSir ROGER. 
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Sr ROGER. | 
What, fhall our Play be {poil’d? Til have none of 
- ‘his reafons--call in Mr. /nference. 
| Stave goes ont, and re-enters. | 
STAVE. | 
- Sir, he faith he never greatly affected ftage Plays. © 
_—— (WITHIN. 
Save, Save, Stave. 
| Sr ROGER. 
Tell him that I fay— | 
(WITHIN. 


Stave, Stave. 
Sr ROGER. 


What, fhall the Curate controul me? have not I the 
prefentation? tell him that I will not have my Play 
{poil'd; nay, shat he {hail marty the couple himfelf--- 
i fay, he {hali. | | — 

— Stave gues out, and re-enters. 

| > STAVE, 

‘The fteward hath per{waded him. to join their hands 

in the parlour within—-~but he faith he will not, and 

cannot in canfcience confent to expofe his character 

‘before neighbouring gentlemen ; neither will he enter 

into your worfhip’s ball; for he-calleth it a ftage pro 

tempore. _ 
Sr HUMPHRY. 

Very likely: The good man may have reafon. 

"" Fyhice ST ATU T E. , 

In troth, we muft in fome fort comply with the 


{crupulous tender confcienc’d doctor. ‘= 
a Mm Sr ROGER. 


s” 
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Sz ROG E R:- 
Why, what's a Play without a marriage? and what 
is a marriage, if one fees nothing of it? Let him have 
his humour—but fet the doors wide open, that we may 
fee how all goes on. [Exit Stave, 
7 [Sir Roger at the door pointing. 
So natural! d’ye fee now, neighbours? the ring i-faith, 
To haveand tohold! right again----well play’d, doctor ; 
well play’'d, Son Thomas. Come, come,I’m fatisfy’d-—. 

now for the fiddles and dances. 
Enter Steward, Squire Thomas, Kitty, Stave, &c. 
STEWARD. 
Sir Roger, you are very merry. 


So comes arecKning when the banquet’ ser, 


The dreadful reck’ning, and men {mile no more. 


I wifh you joy of your Play, and of your daughter. I 
had no way: but this to repair the injury your fon had 
done my child~-the fhall ftudy to deferve your favour. 
— «[Prefenting Kitty to Sir Roger. 
} | Sr ROGER. _ * 
- Married! how married! can the marriage of Filbert. 
and Carret have any thing to do with my fon? 
| STEW AR D. Z 
But the marriage of Zhomas and Katherine may, Sir 


Roger. | 
Sr ROGER. 
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Sr ROGER. 

What a plague, am I trick’d then? I muft have a 

ftage Play, with a pox! | 
Sr HUMPEH RY. 

If this {peech be inthe play, remember the tankard, 
Sir Roger. 
| Sgure THOMAS. 

Zooks, thefe ftage plays are plaguy dangerous things--- 
but Iam no fuch fool neither, but I know this wasall - 
your contrivance. 

Juice STATUT E-. 

Ay, Sit Roger, you told us it was youthat gave him 
the hint. | | 
| Sr ROGER. 

Why blockhead ! puppy! had you no more wit than 
to fay the ceremony? he — only have married you — 
in rhime, fool. ~— | 

Sgure THOMAS. 

Why, what did I know, ha? but fo it is—--and fince 
murder will out, asthe faying is; look ye father, I was 
under fome fort of a promife too, d’ye fee~--fo much 
for that----If I be a husband, I be a husband, there’s an 
end on’t—{ure I muft have been martied {ome time 
or other, 


[Sir Roger walks up and a fretting, and 
Loes out in a paffion. 


. Mm 2 Sir HUMPHRY. 
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Sr HUM PHRY. 
In troth, it was in fome fort my opie before ; it 
is good in law. | 
, jufiwce STATUTE. | 
Good in law, good in law—~but hold, we muft not 
lofe the dance. 


A DANCE. 


EPILOGUE 


STAVE. 
Our flage Play bas a moral—and no doubt 
Tou all have fenfe enough to find it out. 
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Occafiond by the Arrival of HER 
Roya Hieunzss. 


eee A-D AM, to all your cenfures I fubmit, 

vA Bl - And ‘frankly. own I fhould. long. finee 
have writ: 

You told me; filence would be thought 
a crime, ee 

And kindly ftrove to teaze me ‘into rhyme: - 


a + = 


o72=—SC EPISTLE toa LADY. 


No more let trifling themes your Mufe.employ, © 


Nor lavifh verfe to paint a female toy; 
No more on plains with rural damfels {port, 
But fing the glories of the Britifb court. 
By your commands and inclination {way’d, 
I call'd th’ unwilling Mofes to my aid; 
Refolv'd to write, the noble theme I chofe, 
And to the Princefs thus the Poem rofe. 

Aid me, bright Phoebus; aid, ye facred Nines 
Exalt my Genius, and my verfe refine. 
My firains with Carolina's name I grace, 
The lovely parent of our royal race. 
Breathe foft, ye winds, ye waves in filence fleeps 
Let profprous breezes wanton oer the deep, 
Swell the white fails, and with the flreamers play, 
To waft her gently oer the watry way. 

Here I to Neptune form’d a pompous pray’, 
Lo rein the winds, and guard the royal Fair; 
Bid the blue 7ritons found :theirtwited fhells, 


And call’d the Nereids from their peariy cells. 


Thus 
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Thus my warm zeal had drawn the Mufe along, 
Yet knew no method to condud& her fong: 
I then refolv’d fome model to purfue, _ 
Perus'd French Criticks, and began anew. 
Long open panegyrick drags at beft, 
And praife is only praife when well addrefs'd. 

Strait, Horace’ for fome lucky Ode I fought: 
And all along I trac’d him thought by thought: 
This new performance to a friend I fhow’d; 
For fhame, fays he, what, imitate an Ode! 
I'd rather ballads write, and Grubftreet lays, 
Than pillage Cefar for my patron’s praife: 
One common fate all imitators fhare, 
To fave mince-pies, and cap the grocer’s ware. 
Vexd at the charge, I to the flames commit — 
Rhymes, fimilies, Lord’s names, and ends of wit; 
In blotted ftanzas {craps of Odes expire, 
And fuftian mounts in Pyramids of fire. 

Ladies, to you I next infcrib’d my lay, 
— And writ a letter in familiar way: | 
Nn tt For 
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For ftill impatient till the Princefs came, 

You from defcription wifh’d to know the dame. 

Each day my pleafing labour larger grew, 

For ftill new graces open’d to my view. — 

Twelve lines ran on to introduce the theme, | 

And then I thus purfu’d the growing {cheme. 
Beauty and wit were fure by nature yoin'd, | 

‘And charms ave emanations of the mind; 

The foul tranfpiercing through the flining frame, 

Forms all the graces of the Princely Dame: 

Benevolence her converfation guides, 

Smiles on her cheeky and in her eye refides: 

Such harmony upon her tongue is foundy 

As foftens Englith to Italian found: 

Yet in thofe founds fuch fentiments appear, 

As charm the judgment, while they footh the ear. — 
Rehgion’s chearful flame her bofom Warm 

Calms all ber hours, and brightens all her charms. 

Flenceforth, ye Fair, at chappel mind your pray’rs, 

Nor catch your lover's eyes with artful airs ; 


- wd 
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Reftrain your looks, kneel more, and whifper lefs, 
Nor moft devoutly criticize on drefs. 
From ber form all your charaéers of hfe 
Lhe tender mother, and the faithful wife. 
Oft bave I feen her little infant train, 
The lovely promife of a future reign; | 
Obferv'd with pleafure ev'ry dawning grace, 
And all the mother op’ning in their face, 
The fon fhall add new honours to the line, 
_ And early with paternal virtues fhine ; 
When he the tale of Audenard repeats, 
Fits little beart with emulation beats ; 
With conquefis yet to come lis bofom glows, 
He dreams of triumphs and of vanquifh'd foes. 
Each year with arts foall fore bis rip ning brain, 
And from bis Grandfive he foall learn to reign. 
Thus far 'd gone: Propitious rifing gales 
Now bid the failor hoift the {welling fails. _ 
Fair Carolina lands; the cannons roar 
White A/bion’s cliffs relound from fhore to fhore, : 
; Nn 2 —— Behold 
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Behold the bright original appear, 

All praife is faint when Carolina's near. © 
_ Thus to the nation’s joy, but Poet's coft, 
The Princefs came, and my new plan was loft. 

Since all my {chemes were baulk’d, my laft refort, 
I left the Mufes, to frequent the Court ; 
Penfive each night, from room to room I walk’d, 
To one I bow’d, and with another talk’d ; 
Enquir’d what news, or fuch a Lady's name, 
And did the next day, and the next, the fame. - 
Places, I found, were daily giv’n away, 
And yet no friendly Gazette mention’d Gay: 
_ Task’d a friend what method to purfue ; 
Fle cry’d, I want a place as well as you. — 
Another ask’d me, why I had not writ: 
A Poet owes his fortune to his wit. 
— Strait I reply’d, With what a courtly grace, | | 
Flows eafy verfe from him that has a place! 
Had Virgil ne'er at court improv’d his ftrains ; 
He ftill had fung of flocks and homely fwains; 


< 


And 
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And had not Horace {weet preferment found, . - 
The Roman lyre. had never learnt to found. 

Once Ladies: fair in homely guife I fung, © 
And with their names wild woods and mountains rung. 
Oh, teach me now to ftrike a fofter ftrain! 
The Court refines the language of the plain. . 

You muft, cries one, the Miniftry- rehearfe, 
And with each Patriot’s name prolong your verfe. - 
But fure this truth to Poets. fhould be known, . 
That praifing all alike; 1s praifing none. 

Another told:me, if I with’d fuccefs, 
To fome diftinguifh’d Lord I muf addrefs ;- 
One whofe high virtues {peak his noble blood, - 
One always zealous for his country’s good ; 
W here valour and {trong eloquence unite, |. 


~ In council cautious, refolute in fight; . 


Whofe gen’rous temper prompts him to defend, . 


_ And patronize the man that wants a friend. -. 
‘Yow have, ’tis true, the noble Patron fhown, 


But I, alas! am to 4rgy/e unknown..: - 
Still 
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Still ev'ry one I met in this agreed, 
That writing was my method to fuccecd ; 
But now preferments fo poffefs’d my brain, 
That {carce I could produce a fins!e ftrain: 
Indeed I fometimes hammer’d out a line, 
Without connection as without def; on, 
One morn upon the Princefs this I writ, 
An Epigram that boafts more truth than wit. 
‘The pomp of titles eafy faith might fhakes 
— She fcorn’d an empire for religion’s fake: — 
For this, on earth, the Britith crown is giv'n, 
And an immortal crown decreed in heav'n. 
Again, while GEORGE 's virtues rais'd my thought, 
The following lines prophetick fancy wrought. 
Methinks I fee fome Bard, whofe beav'nly rage 
‘Shall rife in fongs and warm a future age; 
Look back through time, and, rapt in wonder, trace 
The glorious feries of the Brunfwick race 
From the fri GEORGE thefe godkke kings defcend, 
A line which only with the-world fhall end. 
) | The 
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The next a genvous Prince renown'd in arms, | 
And blefs’d, long blefs’d in Carolina’s charms ; 
From thefe the ref?. Tis thus fecure in peace, 
We plow the fields, and reap the year’s increafe: 
Now Commerce, wealthy Goddefs, rears her heads 
And bids Britannia’s fleets their canvas fpread; 
Unnumber d {hips the peopled ocean hide; 
And wealth returns with each revolung tide. 

Here paus’d the fullen Mufe, in hafte I drefs'd, 
And through the croud of needy courtiers prefs'd 5 _ 
Though unfuccefsful, happy whilft I fee, 


Thofe eyes that glad a nation, fhine on me. 


ye; es SIU) 
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To the Right Honourable the 
EARL of BURLINGTON 


A Forney to EXETER. 


Sek Ig HILE you, my Lord, bid ftately piles 

A\ [: -af{cend, | a 
WS Or in your (Chifwick bow’rs enjoy your 
| friend ; 

Where Pope unloads the boughs within his reach, 

The purple vine, blue plumb, and blufhing peach; 

I journey far—You knew fat Bards might tire, | 

And, mounted, fent me forth your trufty Squire. 


‘Twas 
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‘Twas on the day that city dames repair 
To take their weekly dofe of Hide-Park air; 
When forth we trot: no carts the road infeft, 


For ftill on Sundays country horfes reft. 
pe Thy gardens, Keafington, we leave unfeen ; 
Through Hammer[mith jog on to Zurnham-green: 
That Zursbam-green, which dainty pidgeons fed, 
But feedsno more: for * Solomon is dead. 
Three dufty miles reach Brandford's tedious town, 
‘For dirty ftreets, and white-leg’d chickens known: 
Thence o’er wide fhrubby heaths, and furrow’d lanes, 
We come, where Zhames divides the meads of Stanes. 
We ferry'd o’ers for late the winter's flood 
Shook her frail bridge, and tore her piles of wood. 
Prepard for war, now Bag {hot-Heath we crofs, 
W here broken gamefters oft’ repair their lofs. 
At Hartley-Row the foaming bit we prett, 
While the fat landlord welcom’d ev'ry guett. 


= * Aman lately famous for feeding pidgeons at Turham-green. i estié«<s i 


Oo. Supper 
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Supper was ended, healths the glaffes crown’d, 
Our hoft extoll’d his wine at ev'ry round, 
Relates the Juftices late meeting there, 
How many bottles drank, and what their cheet 
What Lords had been his guefts in days of yore, 
And prais‘d their wifdom much, their. drinking more. 

Let travellers the morning vigils keep: — 
The morning rofe; but we lay faft. afleep. 
Twelve tedious miles we bore the fultry fun, 
And Popham-Lane was fcarce ia fight by one: 
The ftrageting village harbour’d thieves of old, 
‘Twas here the ftage-coach’d lafs refign’d her gold; — 
That gold which had in Lenden purchas’d gowns, 
And fent her home a Belle to country towns... 
But robbers haunt no more the neighbouring. wood: 
Here unown'd infants find their daily food ; 
For fhould the maiden mother narfe ber fon, — .. 
’T would {poil her match when her good name is gone. 
Our jolly hoftefs nineteen children bore, . 
Nor fail'd her breaft to fuckle nineteen more. 

Be 
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Be juft, ye Prudes, wipe off the long arrear; __ 
Be virgins ftill in town, but mothers here. 

Sutton we pafs, and leave her {pacious down, __ 
And with the fetting fun reach Stockbridge town. 
O’er our parch’d tongue the rich metheglin glides, 

And the: red dainty trout our knife divides, . 

- Sad melancholy ev’ry vifage wears ; 

What, no Election come in feven long years! | 

Of all our-race of Mayors, fhall Sow alone 

Be by Sit Richard's dedication known? 

Our ftreets no more with tides of ale fhall float, 

Nor coblers feaft three years upon one vote, 7 

Next morn, twelve miles led o’er th’ unbounded plain, 
Where the cloak’d fhepherd guides his fleecy train. 
No leafy bow’rs a noonday fhelter lend, 

Nor from the chilly dews at night defend ; 

With wondrous art, he counts the ftraggling flock, 
And. by the fun informs you what’s a clock. 

How are our fhepherds fall’n from ancient days! 
No Amaryllis chaunts alternate lays 


i” Oo2 — From — 
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From her no lift’ning ecchos learn to fing, 
Nor with his reed the jocund valleys ring. 
Here fheep the pafture hide, there harvefts bend, 
See Sarum's fteeple oer yon hill afcend ; 
Our horfes faintly trot beneath the heat, 
And our keen ftomachs know the hour to eat:. 
Who can forfake thy walls, and not admire 
The proud Cathedral, and the lofty fpire » 
What fempftrefs has not prov’d: thy feiffars good ?: 
From hence firft came th’ intriguing ridinghood. 
Amid *three boarding-{chooks well ftock’d with miffes, 
_ Shall three knights errant ftarve for want of kiffes? 
O’er the green turf the miles flide {wift away, 
And Blandford ends the labours of the day. 
The morning rofe; the fupper reck’ning paid, 
And our due fees difcharg’d to man and maid, 
The ready oftler near the ftirrup ftands, — 
And. as we mount, our halfpence load his. hands.. 


* here ave three boarding-{chools in-this town. 


Now 
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Now the fteep hill fair Dorcheffer o’erlooks, 
Border'd by meads, and wafh’d by filver brooks. 
Here fleep my two companions eyes fuppreft, ss # | 
And propt in elbow chairs they fnoring reft: 
I weary fit, and with my pencil trace. 
Their painful poftures, and their eyelefs face; 
Then dedicate each glafs to fome fair name, 
And on the fafh the diamond {crawls my flame. 
~ Now o’er true Roman way our horfes found, 
Grevius would kneel, and kifs the facred ground. 
On either fide low fertile valleys lyc, 
The diftant profpects tire the trav’ling eye. 
Through Bridport’s {tony lanes our rout we take, 
And the proud fteep defcend to Morcombe's lake. 
As herfes pafs'd, our landlord robb’d the pall, 
- And with the mournful {cutcheon hung his hall. 
On unadulterate wine we here regale, 
And ftrip the lobfter of his {carlet mail. 

We climb’d the hills, when ftarry night arofe, 
And Axminfter affords a kind’ repofe. 

| | The 
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The maid, fubdu’'d by fees, her trunk unlocks, 
And gives the cleanly aid of dowlas {mocks. — 
Mean time our fhirts her bufy fingers rub, 
While the foap lathers o’et the foaming tub. 
If women’s geer {uch pleafing dreams incite, 
Lend us your {mocks, ye damfels, ev'ry night! 
We rife, our beards demand the barber's art ; 
A female enters, and performs the part. 
The weighty golden chain adorns her neck, 
And three gold rings her skilful hand bedeck : 
Smooth oer our chin her eafy fingers move, 
Soft as when Venus ftroak’d the beard of Jove. 
Now from the fteep, midft {catter'd cotts and groves, 
Our eye through Honiton’'s fair valley roves. 
Behind us foon the bufy town we leave, 
Where finett lace induftrious laffes weave. 
Now {welling clouds roll'd on; the rainy load 
Stream’d down our hats, and {moak’d along the road ; 
When (O bleft figh:') a friendly fign we fpy'd, 
Our {purs are flacken’d from the horfes fide; 
; | Fo, 
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For fure a civil hoft the houfe commands, — 
Upon whofe fign this. courteous motto ftands. 
This is the ancient hand, and cke the pens 
Here 1s for: horfes hay, and meat for men. 
How. rhyme would flourifh, did each fon of fame | 
Know his own genius, and diregt his flame! | 
Then he, that could not Epic flights rehearfe, 
Might {weetly mourn in Elegiac verfe: 
But were his Mufe for Elegy unfit, 
Perhaps a Diftich might not ftrain his wit s: 
If Epigram offend, his harmlefs lines 
Might in gold letters {wing on ale-houfe figns.. 
Then Hobbinol might propagate his bays, 
And 7uttle-fields record his fimple lays; 
W here rhymes like thefe might lure the nurfes eyes, 
While gaping infants {quawl for farthing pies. | 
Treat bere, ye jbepherds blithe, your damfels (weet, 
For pies and cheefecakes are for damfels meet. 
Then Maurus in his proper {phere might fhine, 


And thefe ame numbers grace great Wilham's fign. 
* This 
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* This is the man, this the Naflovian, whont 
I nam'd the brave deliverer to come. — 

But now the driving gales fufpend the rain, 
We mount our fteeds, and Devon's city gain. 
Hail, happy native land!----but I forbear, | 
What other Counties muft with envy hear. 


7 **Pringe Arthur, Book y. | 
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To ™ Right Honourable | 
WIL LIAM PULTENETY Ele 


ge ULT NET, methinks you blame my 
p breach of word; _ 

Le : What, cannot Paris one poor page afford ? 
ns Yes, I can fagely, when the times are paft 
Laugh at thofe follys which I ftrove to tafte, 

And each amufement, which we fhar’d, reviews 
Pleas'd with meer talking, fince I talk to you. 

But how fhall I defcribe in humble profe, 


Their ‘ati Affemblies, Operas and Beaus? 
P p In 
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In profe, you cry! Oh no, the Mufe muft aid, 
And leave Parnajfus tor the Tuillevie's fhade ; 
Shall he (who late Britanma's city trod, . 
And led the draggled Mufe, with pattens fhod, 
Through dirty lanes, and alley’s doubtful ways): 
Refufe to write, when Paris asks his lays! 
~ Wellthen, Ill try. Defcend, ye beauteous Nine, 
In all the colours of the rainbow fhine, 
Let {parkling ftars your neck and ear adorn, 
Lay on the blufhes of the crimfon morn, 
So may ye Balls and gay Affemblies grace, 
And at the Opera claim the foremoft place. 

Trav'lers fhould ever fit expreffion chufe, 
Nor with low phrafe the lofty theme abufe. 
When they defcribe the ftate of eaftern Lords, 
Pomp and magnificence fhould fwell their words 
And when. they paint the ferpent’s {ealy pride, 
Their lines fhould hifs, their numbers fmoothly flide ; 
But they, unmindful of Poetick rules, 
Defcribe alike Mockaws, and great Moruls. 


Dampier 
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_ Dampier would thus, without ill-meaning {atyr, 
Drefs forth im fimple ftyle the Petit-maitre. 

In Paris, there's a race of ammals, 
(I've feen them at their Operas and Balls) 
They fiand erett, they dance wher-e'er they walk, 
Monkeys in astion, perroquets in talks 
They're crown'd with feathers, lke the cockatoo, 
And, like camehons, daily chan wetheir hues 
From patches juftly plac'd they borrow graces, 
And with vermilion lacker oer their faces, 
‘This cuftom, as we vifibly difcern, 
They, by frequenting Ladies toilettes, learn. 
Thus might the trav ler eafy truth impart. | 
Into the fubject let me nobly ftart! 

giow happy lives the man, how fure to charm, 
‘Whofe knot embroidet’d flutters down his arm! 
On him the Ladies caft the yielding glance, 
Sigh in his fongs, and languifh in his dances 
W hile wretched is the Wit, contemn’d, forlorn, 
W hofe gummy hat no {carlet plumes adorn ; 

Pp2 No 


et 
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No broider'd flowers his worfted ankle grace, 

‘Nor cane embofs'd with gold dire&ts his pace ; 

No Lady’s favour on his fword is hung. 

What, though polls dictate from his tongue, 

His wit is {piritlefs and void of grace, | 

Who wants th’ affurance of brocade and lace. 

While the gay fop genteely talks of weather; . 

The fair in raptures doat upon his feathers 

Like a Court Lady though he write and {pell, 

His minuet ftep was fafhion’d by * Marcell. © 

He dreffes, fences. What avails to know? 

For women chufe their men, like filks, for fhow:. 

Is this the thing, youcry,- that Paris boafts? 

Is this the thing renown’d among our Toafts? 

For fuch a flutt’ring fight we need not roam; 

~ Our own Affemblys fhine with thefe at home. | 
Let us into the field of Beauty ftart ; 

Beauty’s a theme that ever warm’d my heart. 


* A famous dancing-mafler, 


Think 
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Think - not, ye Fair, that I the Sex accufe: | 
How fhall I {pare you, prompted by the Mufe + 
(The Mufes all are Prudes) the rails, the frets, 
Amidft this fprightly nation of Coquettess 
Yet let not us their loofe coquett’ry blame; — 
Women of ev’ry nation are the fame. 

You ask me, if Parifian dames, like ours, 

With rattling dice prophane the Sunday's hours; 
If they the gameftet’s pale-ey’d vigils keep, 
And ftake their honour while their husbands fleep. | 
Yes, Sirs like Englifb Toafts, the dames of France: 
Will rifque their income on a fingle chance. 
Nannette aft night at tricking Pharaon play'd, 
The cards the Taillier’s fliding hand obey’d, 
To day her neck no brilliant circle wears, © 
Nor the ray-darting pendant loads her ears. 
Why does old Chloris an Affembly hold >. 
Chloris each night divides the fharper’s. gold. 
Corinna's. cheek with frequent loffes burns, 
And no bold Zrente le va her fortune turns. 

Af, 
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Ah too rafh virgin! where's thy Virtue fown? 
_ She pawns her perfon for the fharper’s loan. © 
Yet who with juftice can the fair upbraid, 
Whofe debts of honour are fo duely paid? 

But let me not forget the Zoilette’s cares, 
Where art each morn the languid cheek repairs ; 
This red’s too pale, nor gives a diftant grace; __ 
Madame to day puts on her Opera faces 
From this we fcarce extraét the milk-maid’s bloom, 
‘Bring the deep dye that warms acrofs the room: 
‘Now flames her cheek, fo ftrong her charms’ prevail, ” 
That on her gown the filken rofe looks pale! 
Not but that rasce {ome native beauty boatts, 
Clermont and Charobois might grace our Toatts. 

_ When the fweet-breathing {pring unfolds the buds, 
Love flys the dufty town for fhady woods. 
_ Then 7otenbam fields with roving beauty fwarm, 
And Hamp/tead Balls the city virgin warm, — 
Then-Chelfea meads o’erhear perfidious vows, 
And the preft grafs defrauds the grazing cows: 

Tis 
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Tis here the fame; but in a higher fphere, 
For ev'n Court Ladies fin in open air. 
What Cit with a gallant would truft his {poufe 
Beneath the tempting fhade of Greenwich boughs? 
What Peer of France would let his Dutchefs rove, 
Where Boulogne’s clofeft woods invite to love? 
But here no wife can blaft her husband’s -fame, 
Cuckold is grown an honourable name. 
Stretch’d on the grafs the fhepherd fighs his pain, 
And on the grafs what fhepherd fighs in vain? 
On Chloe's lap here Damon lay’d along, 
Melts with the languifh of her am’rous fong; 
There Jris flies Palemon through the glade, 
Nor trips by chance-~-'till in the thickeft fhade; 
Here Celimene defends her lips and. breatt, 
For kiffes ate by ftruggling clofer preft ; 
Alexis there with eager flame grows bold, 
Nor can the nymph his wanton fingers hold: 
Be wife, Mexzs» what, fo near the road! 
_ Hark, a coach soils, amd: husbands are abroad! 

a Such: 
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Such were our pleafures in the days of yore, 

When am’rous Charles Britannia’s {cepter bore ; 

The nightly {cene of joy the Park was made, 

And Love in couples peopled ev’ry fhade. 

But fince at Court the rural tafte is loft, . 

What mighty {umms have velvet couches soft! 
Sometimes the Zuillerie’s gawdy walk I love, 

Where I through crouds of ruftling manteau’s rove ; 

As here from fide to fide my eyes I caft, 

And gaz'd on all the glitt’ring train that paft, 

Sudden a fop fteps forth before the reft ; 

I knew the bold embroidery of his veft: 

He thus accofts me with familiar air, 

Parbleu! on a fat cet halit en Angleterre! 

Quelle manche! ce galon ef grofférement ranges 

Voila quelque chofe de fort beau et degagé! | 

This faid: On his red heel he turns, and then — | 

Humms a foft minuet, and proceeds agen. 

Wells now you've Paris feen, youll frankly own 

Tour boafted London feems a country towns 

| Has 
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Has Chriftiamity yet reach’d your nation ? 

Are churches built? Are Mafquerades in fafbion: ? 

Do daily Soupes your dinners introduce? 

Are mufick, fouff, and coaches yet in ufe? 

Pardon me, Sir; we know the Paris mode, 

And gather Politeffe from Courts abroad. 

Like you, our Courtiers keep a num’rous train 

To load their coach; and tradefmen dun in vain. 
Nor has Religion left us in the lurch, | 

And, as in France, our vulgar croud the Church; 
Our Ladys too fupport the Mafquerade, 

The fex by nature love th’ intriguing trade. 

Strait the vain fop in ign’rant rapture crys, 

Paris the barbarous world will civilize ! 

Pray Sir, point out among the pafling band | 

The prefent Beauties whe the town command. 

See yonder dames first virtue chills her breafp, 

Mark in her eye demure the Prude profeft; 

That frozen bofom native fire muff want, 
Which boafts of confiancy to one Gallant ! , 

— Qq : Lhis 
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This. next the {poils of fifty lovers wears, 

Rich Dandin’s brilliant favours grace her ears + 

The necklace Florio's gen'rous flame beftowd, 
Clitander's fparkling gems her finger loads 

But now, ber charms grown cheap by conftant ufe, 
She fins for fcarfs, clock'd ftockings, knots, and fhoes: 
This next, with fober gait and ferious leer, 

Wearies her knees with morn and eu ni ng prayers, 
She {corns th ignoble love of feeble pages, 

But with three Abbots in one night engages. — 

This with the Cardinal ber nights employs, 
Where holy finews confecrate her joys. 

Why have I promis'd things beyond my power! 

five affignations wait me at thishoury = 3 
he {prighthy Counte/s firft my vifit chats, 

Lo morrow {ball indulge inferior dames. yy 
Pardon me, Sirs that thus I take my leave, 

Gay Florimella flily twitch’d my fleeve.. - | 

| Adieu, Monfieur—-The Opera hour draws near. 
Not fee the Opera! all the world is these ; | . -« 
W here 
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Where on the ftage th’ embroider'd youth cf France 
In bright array attra&t the female glance: 
This languifhes, this ftruts, to fhow his mien, 
And not a gold-clock’d ftocking moves unfeen. 

But hark! the full Orcheftra {trike the ftrings; . 
The Hero &rutts, and the whole audience fings. 
_ My jarring ear harfh grating murmurs wound, | 
Hoarfe and confus’d, like Babel’s mingled found. 
Hard chance had plac’d me near a noifie throat, — 
That in rough quavers bellow’d ev'ry note. 
Pray Sir, fays 1, fufpend awhile your fong, . : 
The Opera's drown’d; your lungs are wondrous ftrong ; 
I wifh to hear your Ro/and’s ranting ftrain, _ | 
_ While he with rooted forefts ftrows the plain. 
Sudden. he fhrugs furprize, and anfwers quick, 
Monfieur apparemment waime pas la mufique. 
Then turning round, he join’d th’ ungrateful noife; 
And the loud Chorus thunder’d with his voice. 
O footh me with fome foft /talian air, 

Let harmony compofe my tortur'd ear! .. - 


Qq2 _ When 
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When Anaftafia's voice commands the ftrain, 

The melting warble thrills through ev’ry vein; | 

| Thought ftands fufpenfe, and filence pleas’d attends, 
While in her notes the heav’nly Choir defcends. 

- But you'll imagine ['m a Frenchman grown, 
Pleas'd and content with nothing but my own, 
So ftrongly with this prejudice poffeft, 

He thinks French mufick and French painting. beft. 
Mention the force of leatn’d Corelli’s notes, 

Some fcraping fidler of their Ball he quotes: 
Talk of the fpirit Raphael's pencil gives, 

Yet warm with life whofe fpeaking picture lives = 
Yes Sir, fays he, in colour and defign, 

Rigaut and Raphael are-extreamly fine! 

‘Tis true his country’s love tran{ports his breaft 
With warmer zeal, than your old Greeks een 
Olfes lov'd his Ithaca of yore, 

Yet that fage trav'ler beft his native fhore ;.. 
What ftronger vertue in the Frenchman fhines 
He to dear Paris. all his life confines. 
_ Fm 
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I’m not fo fond. There are, I muft confefs, 

Things which might make me love my country lef, 

I fhould not think my Britain had fuch charms, 

If loft to learning, :f enflay’'d by arms; 

France has-her Richheus and her Colberts known, 
And then, I grant it, France in {cience fhone: 

We too, I own, without fuch aids may chance 

In ignorance and pride to rival France. — 

‘But let me not forget Corneille, Racine, | 
Boileau's trong fenfe and Moliere’s humrous Scene. 
Let Cambray's name be fung above the reft,. 

W hofe maxims, Pul'ney, warm thy patriot breaft; - 
In Mentor's precepts wifdom ftrong and eleas. 
Dictates fublime, and difkant nations hear. 
Hear all ye Princes, who the world controul, 
W hat cares, what terrors haunt the tyrant’s foul’; 
His conftant traim are anger, fear, diftruft. — 
To bea King, is be good and juft ; 
His people he protects, their rights he faves, 
And fcorns to rule a wretched race of flaves. 

Happy 
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Happy, thrice happy fhall the monarch reign, 
Where guardian laws defpotic power reftrain ! 
There fhall the plough-fhare break the ftubborn land, _ 
And bending harvefts tire the peafant’s hand ; 
There liberty her fettled manfion boatts, 
There commerce plenty brings from foreign coafts. 
O Britain, guard thy laws, thy rights defend, 

So fhall thefe bleffings to thy fons defcend! 

You'll think *tis time fome other theme to chufe, 
And not with Beausand Fops fatigue the Mufe: _ 
Should I let Satyr loofe on Enghsb ground, 
There fools of various chara&er abound ; 

But here my verfe is to one race confin’d, 
All Frenchmen ate of Petit-maitre kind. 
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. To the Right Honourable | 
PAUL METHUEN Ef; 
¥ES, [ll maintain what you have often faid, 


i That ‘tis encouragement makes Science 


— fpread; 5 


True gen rous Spirits profp'rous vice deteft, 

And_love to cherifh vertue when diftreft: 

But e’er our mighty Lords this {cheme purfue, 

Our mighty Lords muft think and att like you. 
Why muft we climb the pine mountain's fides 

To find the feat where Harmony refides? 

Why, 
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Why touch we not fo foft the filver lute, 

The cheerful haut-boy, and the mellow flute? 

‘Tis not th’ /talian clime improves the found, _ 

But there the Patrons of her fons are found. 
Why flourifh’d verfe in great Auguftus reign ? 

He and Mecenas lov'd the Mufe’s ftrain. 

But now that wight in poverty muft mourn 

~ Who was (O.cruel ftars!) a Poet born. 

Yet there are ways for authors to be great; 

‘Write ranc’rous libels to reform he State: 

‘Or if you chufe more {ure and readier ways, 

Spatter a Minifter with fulfome praife ; 

Launch out with freedom, flatter him enough; — 

Fear not, all men ate dedication-proof. 

Be bolder yet, you muft go farther ftill, 

Dip deep in gall thy mercenary quill. 

He, who his pen in party quarrels draws, 

Lifts a hir'd bravo to fupport the caufe; 

He muft indulge his Patron’s hate and {pleen, . 

And ftab the fame of thofe he ne’er has {een. 

Why 
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Why then fhould authors mourn their defp’rate cafe? 
Be brave, do this, and then demand a place. 
Why art thou poor? exert the gifts to rife, 
And banifh tim’rous vertue from thy eyes, 

All this feems modern preface, where we’re told 
That wit is prais’'d, but hungry lives and cold:.. 
Againft th’ ungrateful age thefe authors roar, 

And fancy learning ftarves becaufe they're poor. _ 
Yet why {hould learning hope fuccefs at Court? 
Why fhould our Patriots vertue’s caufe {upport? 
Why to true merit fhould they have. regard > 
They know that vertue is its own reward. 

Yet let not me of grievances complain, 

Who (though the meaneft of the Mufe’s train) . 
Can boat fub{criptions to my humble lays, 

And mingle profit with my little praife. . 

Ask Painting, why fhe loves Hefperian ait. 

Go view, fhe crys, my glorious labours there : 
There in rich palaces I reign in ftate, 
And on the temple’s lofty domes create. 
Rr The 
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The Nobles view my works with knowing eyes, 

They love the f{cience, and the painter prize. 
Why didft thou, Kent, forgo thy native land, 

To emulate in picture Raphael's hand? 

Think’tt thou for this to raife thy name at home: 

Go back, adorn the palaces of Rome ; 

There on the walls let thy juft labours fhine, 

_ And Raphael live again in thy defign. 

Yet ftay awhile; call all thy genius forth, 

For Burlington unbyafs'd knows thy worth; 

His judgment in thy matter-ftrokes can trace 

Zitian's {trong fire and Guido's fofter grace ; 

But, oh confider, e’er thy works appear, 

Canft thou unhurt the tongue of envy hear? 

Cenfure will blame, her breath was ever {pent | 

To blaft the laurels of the Eminent. 

While Burlington's proportion’d.columns rife, 

Does not he ftand the gaze of envious eyes? 

Doors, windows are:condemn’d by pafling fools, 

Who know not that they damn Pal/adio's rules. 


If 


EPISTLE S. 207 
If Chandois with a lib’ral hand. beftow, | 
Cenfure imputes it all to pomp and fhow ; 
When, if the motive right were underftood, | 
His daily pleafure is in doing good. 

Had Pope with groveling numbers fill'd his page, 
Dennis had never kindled into rage. _ 
’Tis the fublime that hurts the Critic’s eafe ; 
Write nonfenfe and he reads and fleeps in peace. 
Were Prior, Congreve, Swift and Pope unknown, — 
Poor flander-felling Cur/] would be undone. 
He who would free from malice pafs his days, 
Mutt live obf{cure, and never merit praife. 
But let this tale to valiant virtue tell’ 
The daily perils of deferving well. 

A crow was ftrutting o’er the ftubbled plain, 
‘fuft as a lark defcending clos’d his ftrain. _ 
The crow befpoke him thus with folemn grace. 
Thou moft accomplifh’d of the feather’d race, 
What force of lungs! how clear! how {weet you fing! 
And no bird foars upon a ftronger wing. 
Rr2 | The 
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The lark, who fcorn’d foft flatt’ry, thus replys, 
True, I fing {weet, and on ftrong pinion rife ; 
Yet let me pafs my life from envy free, 

For what advantage are thefe gifts to me? 

My fong confines me to the wiry cage, 

My flight provokes the faulcon’s fatal rage. 

But as you pafs, I hear the fowlers fay, 

To fhoot at crows is powder flung away. 


~~ 


4in Anfwer to the Sompner's Prologue 
of Chaucer. 


_ La wnitation of Chaucer’s ftyle. 
ees HE Sompner leudly hath his Prologue told, 
rey And {faine on the Freers his tale japing 
ee and bold ; 
How that in Hell they fearchen near and 


wide, 
And ne one Freer in all thilke place efpyde, 
But lo! the devil tumed his erfe about, 
And twenty thoufand Freers wend in and out. 
By which in Feoffrys shyming it appears, 
The devil's belly is the hive of Freers. _ _ 
Now 
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~ Now liftneth lordings! forthwith ye fhall hear, 

What happend at a houfe in Lancajhire. 

A mifere that had londs and tenement, 

Who raketh from his villaines taxes and rent, 

Owned a houfe which emptye long y-{tood, 

Full deeply fited in a derkning wood, 

-Murmring a fhallow brook runneth along, 

Mong the round ftones it maken doleful fong. 
Now there {preaden a rumour that everich night 

The rooms ihaunted been by many a fprite, 

The miller avoucheth, and all there about, 

That they full oft’ hearen the hellifh rout; 

Some faine they hear the jingling of chains, 

And fome hath yheard the pfautries ftraines, 

At midnight fome the headlefs horfe imeet, 

And fome efpien a corfe in a white fheet, - 

And oother things, faye, elfin and elfe, 

And fhapes that feare createn to it felfe. — 
Now it fo hapt, there was not ferre away, 
Of grey Freers a faire and rich Abbaye, | 

| | Where 
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Where liven a Freer ycleped Pere Thomas, 
Who daren alone in derke through church-yerds pafs. 
This Freer would lye in thilke houfe all night, 
In hope he might e{pyen a dreadful {prite. 
He taketh candle, beades, and holy watere, — 
And legends eke of Saintes, and bookes of prayere. 
He -entreth the room, and looketh round about, 
And hafpen the door to hafpen the goblin out. 
The candle hath he put clofe by the bed, — 
And in low tone his ave marye faid. 
With water now befprinkled hath the floore, 
And maken crofs on key-hole of the doore. 
Ne was there not a moufe-hole in thilke place, 
But he y-croffed hath by God his grace ; | 
He crofled hath this, and eke he croffed that, 
With Lenedicite and God knows what. 
Now he goeth to bed and lieth adown, 

W hen the clock had juft ftricken the twelfth foun. 
Bethinketh hem now what the caufe had ibeen, 
Why many {prites by mortals have been {een. 

oe of. Hem 


Hem remembreth how Dan Plutarch hath y-fed | 
That Czfar's {prite came to Brute his bed ; 
Of chains that frighten erlt Artemidore, 
The tales of Pline, Valere, and many more. 
Hem thinketh that fome murdere here been done, _ 
And he mought fee fome bloodye ghoft anone, 
Or that fome orphlines writings here be ftor'd, 
Or pot of gold laine deep beneath a board: 
Or thinketh hem, if he mought fee no {prite, 
The Abbaye mought buy this houfe cheape outright. 
As hem thus thinketh, anone afleep he lies. 
Up ftarten Sathanas with faucer eyes. 
He turneth the Freer upon his face downright, 
Difplaying his nether cheeks ful broad and white. 
Then quoth Das Sathanas as he thwacked him fore, 
Thou didft forget to guard thy poftern door. 
There is an hole which hath not croffed been: 
Farewel, from whence I came, I creepen in. 
Now plain it is ytellen in my verfe, 
If Devils in hell bear Freess in their erfe, 


On earth the Devil in Freers doth y-dwell ; 
Were there no Freets, the Devil mought keep in hell. 


WORK fra COOPER. 
A TALE 


Man may lead a happy life, 

| Without that needful thing a wife: 
This long have lufty Abbots known, 

Who ne’er knew fpoufes-—-of their own... _ 

What, though your houfe be clean and neat, © 
With couches, chairs, and beds compleat; _ 
Though you each day invite a friend, 

Though he fhould ev’ry difh commend, - 

On Bagfhot-heath ‘your mutton fed, 

Your fowls at Bransdford born and bred + 

Though pureft wine your cellars boaft, ._ 

W ine worthy of the faireft Foaft; — | 
| —6«S Lf: Yet 
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Yet there are other things requir'd: 
Ring, and let's fee the maid you hir'd--- 


Blefs me! thofé hands might hold a broom, 


Twirle round a mop, and wafh a room: 
A batchelor his maid fhould keep, 
Not for that fervile ufe to {weep, 

Let her his humour underftand, 

And turn to ev'ry thing her hand. 

Get you a lafs that’s young and tight, 
Whofe arms are, like her apron, white; 
What though her fhift be feldom feen? 
Let that though courfe. be always clean 
She might each morn your tea attend, 
And on your wrift your ruffle mend; 
Then if you break a roguith jeft, 

Or fqueeze her hand, or pat her breaft, 
‘She crys, oh dear Sir, don’t be naught! 
And blufhes {peak her laft night's fault. 
To her your houfhold cares confide, 
Let your keys gingle at her fide, 
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A footman’s blunders teaze and fret ye, 
Ev’n while you chide you {mile on Betty. 
Difcharge him then, if he’s too {pruce, 
For Betty's for his mafter's ufe. 

‘Will you your am’rous fancy baulk, 
For fear fome prudifh neighbour talk > ~ 
But you'll object, that you're afraid 
Of the pert freedoms of a maid; 

Befides your wifer heads will fay, . 
That fhe who turns her hand this way, 
From one vice to another drawn, 
Will lodge your filver fpoons in pawn. 
Has not the homely wrinkled jade 
More need to learn the pilf’ring trade > 
For Love all Betty's wants fupplys, 
Laces her fhoes, her manteau dyes, 
All her ftuff fuits fhe flings away, 
And wears thread fattin every day. 

Who then a dirty drab would hire, 


Brown as the hearth of kitchin fire + 
| When 
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When all muft own, were Betty put . 
To the black dutys of the flut, 

As well fhe {cowers or {crubs a floor, 
And ftill is good for fomething more. 

Thus, to avoid the greater vice, 

I knew a Prieft, of con{cience nice, 
To quell his luft for neighbour's {poufe, 
Keep fornication in his houfe. 

But you're impatient all this time, 
Fret at my counfel, curfe my rhyme, 
Be fatisfy’d. I'll talk no more, 

For thus my tale begins~-- OF yore 
There dwelt at Blois a Prieft full fair, 
With rolling eye and crif{ped hair, 
His chin hung low, his brow was fleek, © 
Plenty lay basking on his cheek, 
‘Whole days at cloyfter grates he fat, 
Ogled, and talk’d of this and that 

So feelingly ; the Nuns lamented 


That double barrs were e’er invented. 
It 
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If he the wanton wife confeft 
With downcaft eye, and heaving breaft ; 
He ftroak’d her cheek to ftill her fear, _ 
And talk’d of Gins en Cavalier. 
Each time enjoyn’d her pennance mild, 
And fondled on her like his child. 
At ev'ry jovial goflip’s feaft 
Pere Bernard was a welcome gueft, 
“Mirth fuffer'd not the leaft reftraint, 
He could at will fhake off the faint; 
Nor frown’d he when they freely fpoke, 
But fhook his fides, and took the joke: 
Nor fail’d he to promote the jeft, 
And fhar’d the fins, which they confeft. 

Yet that he might not always roam, 
He kept conveniencies athome. __ 
His maid was in the bloom of beauty,. 
Well-limb’d for ev'ry focial duty s 
He meddled with no houfhold cares,. | 
To her confign’d his whole aftairs; 


She 
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She of his Study Kept the keys, - 
For he was ftudious—of ‘his edfe: 
She had the power of all his locks, 
Could rummage ev'ry cheft and box, 
' Her honefty fuch credit gain’d, — 
Not ev’n the cellar was teftrain’d. 

In troth it was a goodly fhow, 
Lin’d with full hogfheads all a-row 3 _- 
One veffel, from the rank remov'd, 
Far dearer than the reft he lov’d. | 
Pour faire bon bouche ‘owas {et afide, 
To all but choiceft friends deny’d. | 
He now and then would fend a quart, 
To warm fome wife's retentive heart, — 
Againft confeffion’s fullen hour: 
Wine has all fecrets in its power. — 
At common feafts it had been watte, 
Nor was it fit for layman’s tafte; 
If monk or friar were his guetft, 
They drank it, for they know the betft. , 
Nay, 
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Nay, bes at length fo fond was grown, 
He always drank it when—-alone. 
~ Who fhall recount his civil labours, 
In pious vifits to his neighbours > 
Whene’er weak husbands went aftray, 
He gueft their wives were in the way, 
°Twas then his charity was fhown, 
He chofe to fee them when alone. 

Now was he bent on cuckoldom: 
He knew friend Dennis was from home ; | 
His wife (a poor neglected beauty, ' 
Defrauded of a husband’s duty) 
Had often told him at confeffion, — 
How hard fhe ftruggled-’gainft tran{greflion. 
He now refolves, in heat of blood, 
To try how firm her virtue’ {tood. 
He knew that wine (to love beft aid) 
Has oft’ made bold the fhamefac'd maid, 
Taught her to romp, and take more freedoms, 
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Than nymphs train’d. up at Smith's or Needham’. ; 
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A mighty bottle ftrait he chofe, 


Such as might give two Friars their dofe: 


Nannette he call’d: the cellar door 

She ftrait unlocks, defcends before, — 
He follow'd clofe. But when he {pys. | 
His fav’rite cask; with lifted eyes 

And lifted hands aloud he crys. . 
Heigh day! my darling wine aftoop! 
It muft, alas! have fprung a hoops 
That there’s a leak is pat all doubt, — 
(Reply'd the maid)---I'll find it out. 
She fets the candle down in hafte, 
Tucks her white apron round -her wafte: 
The hogfhead’s mouldy fide afcends, _ 


She ftraddles wide, and downward bends; 


So low fhe ftoops to feek the flaw, - 
Her coats rofe high, her mafter faw~-- 
I fee---he erys-—(then: clafpt her faft) 


The leak through which my wine has patt. 
Then all in hafte the maid defcended,: — 


And in a trice the leak was mended. 


He 
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He found in Nannette all he wanted. 


So Dennis’ brows remain’d unplanted. 


E’er fince this time all lufty Friars ss 
-(Warm’d with predominant defires, , 7 
Whene’er the fieth with fpirit quarrels) | 
Look on the fex, as leaky barrels, 

Beware of thefe, ye jealous fpoufes, 

From fuch like coopers-guard your houfes ; 

For if they find not work athome, __ 

For jobs through all the town they roam. 


Tt2 ;* "Phe 
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Th EQUIVOCATION 
A T A LE 


A N Abbot rich (whofe tafte was good © 
Alike in {cience and in food) 

~ His Bifhop had refolv’d to treat; 

The Bifhop came, the Bifhop eat ; 
‘Twas filence, ‘till their ftomachs fail’d; 
And now at Hereticks they raild; 

What Herefy (the Prelate {aid). 

Is in that Church where Priefts may wed! 
- Do not we take the Church for life? 

But thofe divorce her for a wife, | | | 
Like laymen keep her in their houfes, — | 
And own the children of their fpoufes. 
_ Vile praétices! the Abbot cry’d, — 
For pious ufe were fet afide! 

Shall we take wives? marriage at beft 
Is but carnality profeft. 


Now 
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Now as the Bifhop took his glafs, | 
_ He fpy’d our Abbot's buxom lafs . 
Who crofs'd the room, he mark’d her eye 
_ That glow'd with love; his pulfe beat high. 
_ Fye, father, fye, (the Prelate crys) 
A maid fo young! for fhame, be wife. 
Thefe indifcretions lend a handle 
To lewd lay tongues, to give us {candal; 
For your vows fake, this rule I give t’ ye, 
Let all your maids be turn’d of fifty: 

The Prieft reply’d, I have. not fwerv'd,. 
But your .chaft precept well obferv’d;. | 
That lafs full twenty five has told,. 
I've yet another who’s as old ; 
Into one fum their ages caft; 
So both my maids have fifty paft. 

The Prelate fmil'd, but durft not blames. 
For why? his Lordfhip did the fame. - 

Let thofe who reprimand. their brothers. 
Firft mend the faults they find in others: 
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A true STORY of an APPARITION. 


——— (whofe ftrength of argument nrakes out 
That wifdom’s deep enquirys end in doubt) 

Hold this affertion pofitive and clear, 

That fprites are pure delufions tais'd by fear. 

Not that fam’d ghoft, which in prefaging found 

Call’d Brutus to Philippi’s fatal ground; 

Nor can Ziberius Gracchus’ goary fhade 

Thefe ever-doubting difputants perftrade: 

Strait they with {miles reply ; thofe tales of old 

By vifionary Priefts were made and told: | 

Oh might fome ghoft at dead of night of appear, 

And make you own conviétion by your fear! 

I know your {neers my -eafy faith accufe, — 

That with fuch idle legends frights the Mufe: 

But think not that Ftelt thofe vulgar fprites, 

Which frighted boys relate on winter nights ; | 


How 
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How cleanly milk-maids meet the fairy train, | 
How headlefs horfes drag the clinking chain, 
Night-roaming ghofts, by faucer eye-balis known, 
The common {pectres of each country town. 
No, 1 fuch fables can like you defpife, 
And laugh to hear thefe nurfe-invented lies. 
Yet has not oft the fraudful guardian's fright 
Compell'd him to reftore an orphan's right? 
And can we doubt that horrid ghotts afcend, 
Which on the confcious murd’rer’s fteps attend? 
Heat then, and let attefted truth prevail, 
From faithful lips I learnt the dreadful tale. 
Where rden's forelt {preads its limits wide, 
Whofe branching paths the doubtful road divide, 
A trav'ler took his folitary way; 
When low beneath the hills was funk the day. 
And now the skies with gath’ring darknefs lour,, 
The branches ruftle with the threaten’d fhower:. 
With fudden, blafts the fore murmurs loud,. 
_ Indented lightnings cleave the {able cloud). 
‘Phunder: 
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Thunder on thunder breaks, the tempeft roars, ! 
And heav’n difchatges all its watry ftores. : " 
The wand'ring trav'ler fhelter feeks in vain, 
And {fhrinks and fhivers with the beating rain ; ' 
On his fteed’s neck the flacken’d bridle lay, 
Who.chofe with cautious ftep th’ uncertain way ; 
And now he checks the rein, and halts to hear ) 
If any noife foretold a village near. | 
At length from far a ftream of light he fees . 
Extend its level ray between the trees s 
Thither he fpeeds, and as he nearer came 
Joyfull he knew the lamp’s domeftick flame 
That trembled through the window; crofs the way 
Darts forth the barking cur, and ftands at bay. 

Tt was an ancient lonely houfe, that ftood | 
Upon the borders of the {pacious wood ; 
Here towers and antique battlements arife, — 
And there in heaps the moulder’d ruine lyes; 
Some Lord this manfion held in days of yore, 
To chafe the wolf, and pierce the foaming boar: 

How 
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How chang’d, alas, from what it once had been! 
‘Tis now degraded to a publick Inn. 
Strait he difmounts, repeats his loud commands ; 
Swift at the gate the ready landlord ftands; 

With frequent cringe he bows, and begs excufe, 

His houfe was full, and ev'ry bed in ufe. 

- What not a garret, and no ftraw to {pare? 

Why then the kitchin fire, and elbow-chair 

Shall ferve for once to nod away the night. 

The kitchin ever ts the fervant's right, 

Replys the hoft; there, all the fire around, 

The Count's tir'd footmen fnore upon the ground. 
The maid, who liften’d to this whole debate, 

With pity learnt the weary ftranger’s fate. 

Be brave, fhe crys, you ftill may be our gueft, 

Our haunted room was ever held. the beft; 

If then your valour can the fright fuftain 

Of rattling curtains, and the clinking chain, 

If your couragious tongue have power to talk, _ 

When round your bed the horrid. ghoft fhall walk; 
| Uu If 
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If you dare ask it, why it leaves its tomb, 

I'll fee your fheets well-air'd, and fhow the room. 
Soon as the frighted maid her tale had told, . 
The ftranger enter'd, for his heart was bold. 

The damfel led him through a fpacious hall, 
Where Ivy hung the half-demolifhd wall; | 
She frequent look’d behind, and chang’d her hue,. 
While fancy tipt the candle’s flame with blue. - 
And now they gain’d the winding ftairs afcent, 

And to the lonefome room of terrors went. _ 
When all was ready, fwift retir’d the maid, 

The watch-lights burn, tuckt warm in bed was laid 
The hardy ftranger, and attends the {prite 

Till his accuftom’d walk at dead of night. 

At firft he hears the wind with hollow roar _ 
Shake the loofe lock, and {wing the creaking door; — 
' Nearer and nearer draws the dreadful found 
Of rattling chains, that drage’d upon the ground: 
When lo, the {peétre came with horrid ftride, 
Approach’d the bed, and drew the curtains wide! 

In 
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In human form the ghaftful Phantom ftood, 
Exposd his mangled bofom dy’d with blood, 
Then filent pointing to his wounded breaft, © 
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Thrice wav'd his.hand. Beneath the frighted gueft 
The bed-cords trembled, and with fhudd’ring fear, - 


Sweat chill’d his limbs, high rofe his briftled hairs 
Then mutt’ring hafty pray’rs, he mann’d his heart, 


And cry’d aloud; Say, whence and who thou art. © 


The ftalking ghoft with hollow voice replys, 

_ Three years arey counted; fince with mortal eyes 
I faw the fun, and vital air refpir'd. | 
Like thee benighted, and with travel tir'd, 
Within thefe walls I flept.. O thirft of gain! 
See, ftill the planks the bloody mark retain; 
Stretch’d on this very bed, from fleep I ftart, 
And fee the fteel impending o’er my heart ; 
The barb’rous hoftefs held the lifted knife, 
The floor ran purple with my gufhing life. 
My treafute now they feize, the golden {poil 
They bury deep bencath the grafs-grown foil, 
Uu2 


Far 
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Far in the common field. Be bold, arife, 

My fteps fhall lead thee to the fecret prize; 

There dig and find; let that thy care reward: 

Call loud on juftice, bid her not retard 

To punifh murder; lay my ghoft at reft, — 

So fhall with peace fecure thy nights be bleft; 

And when beneath thefe boards my bones are found, 

~ Decent interr them in fome facred ground, | 
Here ceas'd the ghoft. The ftranger {prings from bed, 

And boldly follows where the Phantom led; 

The half worn ftony ftairs they now defcend, 

Where paflages obfcure their arches bend 

Silent they walk; and now through groves they pafs, 

Now through wet meads their fteps imprint the grafs; 

At length amidft a fpacious field they came: 

There ftops the fpe@re, and afcends in flame. 

Amaz’d he ftood, no buh, no briar was found, 

To teach his morning fearch to find the ground ; 

What cou’d he do? the night was hideous dark, 

Fear fhook his joints, and nature dropt the mark: 

7 With 
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With that he ftarting wak’d, and rais'd his head, 


But found the golden mark was left in bed. 


333 


What is the ftate{man’s vaft ambitions {cheme, _ 


But a fhort vifion, and a golden dream? 
Power, wealth, and title elevate his hopes 
He wakes. But fora garter finds a rope. 
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Te MA D-DOG 
A TAL E 


: A Prude, at morn and ev'ning prayer, 
| Had worn her velvet cufhion bare ; 
Upward fhe taught her eyes to roll, 
As if fhe watch’d her foaring foul; 
And when devotion warm'd the croud, | 
None fung, or {mote their breaft fo loud: 
Pale Penitence had mark’d her face , 
With all the meagre figns of grace. 

Her mafs-book was compleatly lin’d 
With painted Saints of various kind: 

But when in ev'ry page fhe view'd 

_ Fine Ladys who the flefh fubdu’d ; 

As quick her beads fhe counted o’er, 

She cry’d—-fuch wonders are no more! 


_ She 
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- She chofe not to delay confeffion, : 
To bear at once # year’s tranfgreffion, 
But ev'ry week fet all things even, 
And ballanc’d her accounts with heav'n: 

Behold her now in humble guife, . 
Upon her knees with downcaft eyes 
Before the Prieft: fhe thus begins, 
And fobbing, blubbers forth her fins; 

Who could that tempting man refift? 
My virtue languifh’d, as he kifs’d ; 
[ ftrove,--till I could ftrive no longer, 
How can the weak fubdue the ftronger ? 

The Father ask’d her where and when? 
How many? and what fort of men? 
By what degrees her blood was heated ? 
How oft’ the frailty was repeated? — 
Thus have I feen a pregnant wench 
All flufh’d with guilt before the bench, 
The Judges (wak’d by wanton thought) 
Dive to the bottom of her fault, 

They 
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They leer, they fimpex at her fhame, 


And make her call-all things by name... 


And now to fentence he proceeds, 
Prefcribes how oft to.tell her beads; 
Shows herwhat Saints could do her good, 
Doubles her fafts to caol her blood 
Eas'd of her fins, and light as asr, 

Away fhe trips; perhaps to prayer. 

*Twas no fuch thing. Why then this hafte? 
The clock has-ftruck, the hour is paft, 
And on the {pur of inclination, 


She f{corn’d to bilk her affignation. 
~Whate’er fhe did, next week fhe came, — 


And pioufly confeft the fame; 

The Prieft, who female frailties pity’d, 

Firft chid her, then her fins remitted, 
But did fhe now her crime bemoan 

In penitential fheets alone? _ z 

And was no bold, no beaftly fellow — 

The nightly partner of her pillow? 


No, 


| TALE S.. «337 
No, none; for next time in the grove _ 
_ A bank was conf{cious. of her love. 
_ Confeffion day was come about, 
And now again it.all muf out, 
She feems to wipe her twinkling cyes, ' 
What now, my child, the father crys. 
Again, fays fhe !---- with threatning looks, 
He thus the proftrate dame rebukes. 
Madam, I grant there’s fomething in it, 
"That virtue has th’ unguarded minute; — 
But pray now tell me what are whores, 
~ But women of unguarded hours? « ~ 
Then you muft fure have loft all fhame. 
W hat ev'ry day, and ftill the fame, 
And no fault elfe! "tis ftrange to find 
A woman to one fin confin’d! 
Pride is this day her darling paflion, 
The next day {lander is in fafhion; 
Gaming fucceeds ; if fortune croffes, 
Then virtue’s mortgag’d for her loffes; 
Xx. By 
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By ufe her fav’rite vice fhe loaths, 
And loves new follies like new cloaths- 
But you, beyond all thought, unchafte, 
Have all fin center'd near your wafte! 
Whence is this ; appetite fo ftrong? - | 
Say, Madam, did your mother long? 
Or is it lux’ry and high diet | 
That won’t let virtue fleep in quiet? 
She tells him now with meekeft voice, _ 
That fhe had never err’'d by choice, 4% 
Nor was there known a virgin chafter, 
Till ruin’d by a fad difafter. | | 
That fhe a fav'rite lap-dog had, 
Which, (as fhe ftroak’d; and kifs 'd) grew mad 5 
And on her lip a wound indenting, a 
-Firft fet her youthful blood fermenting. | 
' The Prieft reply’d with zealous fary, 
You fhould have fought the means to cure ye. 
Doctors by various ways, we find, 
Treat thefe diftempers of the mind. 
Let 
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‘Let gaudy ribbands be deny’d . 
To her, who raves with {cornful pride; 
And if religion crack her notions, . 
Lock up her volumes of devotions; _ 
But if for man her rage prevail, 
Barr her the fight of creatures male. 
Or elfe to cure fuch venom’d bites, . 
And fet the fhatter’d thoughts arights ; 
They fend you to the ocean’s fhore, 
And plunge the Patient o’er and o'er. 
The dame reply’d; ‘alas! in vain. 
My kindred forc’d me to the main; 
Naked, and in the face of day :. 
Look not, ye fifhermen, this way! 
What virgin had not done as I did? 
“My modeft hand, by nature guided, 
Debarr'd at once from human eyes 
The feat’ where female honour lyes, - 
And though thrice dipt from top to toe, 
I ftill fecur'd the poft below, kk gt A 
| 7 Xx 2 And’ 
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' And guarded it with grafp fo faft 
Not one drop thro’ my fingers pats 
Thus owe I to my bafhful care, © } 
' That all the rage is fettled there. - 
Weigh well the projects of mankind; . 
Then tell me, Reader, cant thou find | 
The man from madnefs wholly freé> __ 
They all are mad—fave you and me. 
Do not the ftatefman, fop and wit - 
By daily follies prove they're bit? — 
And when the briny cure they try’d, 
Some part ftill kept above the tide? 

Some men (when drench’d beneath the wave) 
High o'er their heads their fingers fave: - 
Thofe hands by mean extortion thrive, | 
Or in the pocket lightly dive;- _ 
Or more expert in pilf'ring vice, 

They burn and itch to cog the dice. 

Plunge in a courtier; ftrait his fears 
- Direct his hands to ftop his eass. . 

7 ae And 


' TALE S.  -34r 

And now truth feems a grating noife, 

He loves the fland’rer’s whifp’ring voice ;. - 

He hangs on flatt’ry with delight, 

And thinks all fulfome: praife his right. 
All women dread a. watry death: - 

They fhut their lips to hold their breath,. 

And though you duck them ne’er fo long,. 

Not one falt drop cer wets their tongue ; 

Tis hence they f{candal have at will; | 

_ And that this member ne’er lyes ftill 
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BIRTH of the SQUIRE 
.-fn EG LOGUE 
Ih Imitation ‘of the Petitio of VIRGIL 
: E Sylvan Mufes, loftier ftrains recite, 
Not.all in fhades, and humble cotts de- 
| light. 


Hark! the bells ring; along the diftant 
“grounds 


The driving gales convey the {welling founds’; 
Th attentive {wain, forgetful of his work, 
With gaping wonder, leans upon his fork. 
a Yy What | 
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W hat fudden news alarms the waking morn? 
To the glad Squire a hopeful heir is born. 
Mourn, mourn, ye {tags and all ye beafts of chafe, 
This houg deftru@tion brings on all your race: | 
See the pleas’ tenants duteous offrings bear, 
Turkeys and geefe and grocer’s {weeteft ware ; 
With the new health the pond’rous tankard flows, 
And old O¢fober reddens ev'ry nofe. 
Beagles and f{paniels round-his cradle ftand, . 
Kifs his moift lip and gently lick his hand ; 
He joys to hear the fhrill horn’s eechoing founds, 
And learns to lifp the names of all the hounds. 
With frothy ale to make his cup o’erflow, 
- Barley fhall in paternal acres grow ; 
The bee .fhall fip the fragrant dew from flow'rs, 
To give metheglin for hts morning hours} 
‘For him the cluftring hop fhall climb the poles, 
And his own orchard {parkle in his bowkes.  - 
His Sire’s exploits he now with wonder hears, 
The monftrous tales indulge his: greedy ears3 
re ; How 
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How when youth ftrung his nerves and warm’d his veins, 
He rode the mighty Nimrod of the plains: 

He leads the ftaring infant through the hall, | 

Points out the horny fpoils that grace the walls 
Tells, how this ftag thro’ thtee whole Countys fled, 

What rivers {wam, where bay'd, and where he bled. 
Now he the wonders of the fox repeats, 

- Defcribes the defp’rate chafe, and all his cheats; 

How in one day beneath his furious {peed, _ 

He tir’'d fev’n courfers of the fleeteft breed; 

How high the pale he leapt, how wide the ditch, 
When the hound tore the haunches of the * witch! 
Thefe ftorys which defcend from fon to fon, 

The forward boy fhall one day make his own. _ 

Ah, too fond mother, think the time draws nigh, © 

- That calls the darling from thy tender eyes 
How {hall his {pirit brook the rigid rules, — 

And the long tyranny of grammar {chools? 


* The moft common accident to-Sport(men; to bant a witch in the fuape of a hare. 


Yy2_ Let 
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Let younger brothers o'er dull authors plod, | 
Lafh’d into Latin by the tingling rod; 
No, let him never feel that {mart difgrace: 
Why fhould he wifer prove than all his race? 

When rip‘ning youth with down o'erfhades his chin, 
And ev'ry female eye incites to fin ; | 
The milk-maid (thoughtlefs of her future fame) 
With {macking lip fhall raife his guilty ames 
_ The dairy, barn, the hay-loft and the grove 
Shall oft’ be confcious of their ftolen love. 
But think, Prifcilla, on that dreadful time, - 
When pangs and watry qualms fhall own thy crime; 
How wilt thou tremble when thy nipple’s’ preft, 
To fee the white drops bathe thy {welling breaft! 
Nine moons. fhall publickly divulge’ her fhame, ° 
And the young Squire foreftall a father's name. — 

W hen twice twelve times the reaper’s fivcepiing hand 
W ith levell’d harvefts has beftrown the land, 
On fam’d St. Hubert’s feaft, his winding horn 
Shall cheer the joyful hound and wake the morn: 

This 
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This memorable day his eager {peed 
Shall urge with bloody heel the rifing fteed. 
O check-the foamy bit, not tempt thy fate, 
Think’ on the mutders of a five-bar gate! 
Yet prodigal of life, the leap he tries, 
Low in the duft his groveling honour lies, . - 
Headlong he falls, and on the rugged ftone : 
Diftorts his neck, and cracks the collar bone; 
O vent’rous. youth, thy thirt of game allay, 
Mayft thou futvive the perils. of this day! 
He fhall furvive; and in late years be fent 
To fnore away Debates in Parhament- 

The time fhall come, when hismore folid fenfe 
With nod important fhall the laws difpenfe ; 
A Juftice with grave Juttices fhall fit, 

He praife their. wifdom, they admire his wit. 

' No greyhound fhall attend the tenant’s pace, . 

No rufty gun the farmer's chimney grace; _ 

Salmons fhall leave their covers void of fear, 

Nor dread the thievifh net or triple {pear ; 
a : Poachers 
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Poachers fhall tremble at his awful name, 
Whom vengeance now o’ertakes for murdet’d game. 
. Affift me, Bacchus, and ye drunken Pow’ss, 
To fing his friendfhips and his midnight hours!» 
Why doft thou glory in thy ftrength of beer, 

Firm-cork’d, and mellow’d till the twentieth year; 
Brew'’d or when Phebus warms the fleecy fign, 
Or when his languid rays in Scorpio fhine. 
Think onthe mifchiefs which from hence have {prung | | 
It arms with curfes dire the wrathful tongue ; 
Foul {candal to the lying lip affords, 
And prompts the mem'ry with injurious words. 
O where is wifdom, when by this o’erpower'd? 
The State is cenfurd, and the maid deflower'd! 
And wilt thou ftill, O Squire, brew ale fo ftrong? 
Hear then the dictates of prophetic fong. | 

Methinks I fee him in his hall appear, 
Where the long table floats in clammy beer, _ 
’Midft mugs and glaffes fhatter'd o’er the floor, 
-Dead-drunk his fervile crew fupinely fnores _ ; 
Trium- 
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Triumphant, o'er the proftrate brutes he flandse | 
The mighty bumper trembles in his hands; 
Boldly he drinks, and like his glorious Sires, 
In copious gulps of potent ale expires. 
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LYDIJI-A 


wag O W twenty {prings had cloath'd the Park 
PUR, =Ss with green, 

Since Lydia knew the bloffom of fifteen; 
No lovers now her morning hours moleft, 
And catch her at her Toilette half undrett; 

The thund’ring knocker wakes the ftreet no more, 
No chairs, no coaches croud her filent door ; 


Her 
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_ Her midnights once at cards and Hazard fled, 
Which now, alas! fhe dreams away in bed. 
Around her wait Shocks, monkeys and mockaws, — 
To fill the place of Fops, and perjur’d Beaus; 
In thefe fhe views the mimickry of man, 
And {miles when grinning Pug gallants her fan; 
When Pol] repeats, the founds deceive her ear, © 
For founds, like his, once told her Damon's cate. 
With thefe alone her tedious mornings pafs ; 
Or at the dumb devotion of her glafs, 
She {mooths her brow, and frizles forth her hairs, 
And fancys youthful drefs gives youthful airs ; 
With crimfon wooll fhe fixes ev’ry grace, 
That not a blufh can difcompofeher face. 
Reclin’d upon her arm the penfive fate, 
And curs’d th’ inconftancy of youth too late. 

-O Youth! O fpring of life! forever loft! 
No more my name fhall reign the fav'rite Toatt, 
On glafs no more the dimond grave my name, 


And rhymes mifpell’d record a lover’s flame: — 
Z Zz Nor 
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Nor fhall fide-boxes watch my reftlefs eyes, 
And as they catch the glance in rows arife 
With humble bows; nor white-glov'd Beaus encroach 
In crouds behind, to guard me to my coach. 
Ah haplefs nymph! {uch conquefts are no more, 
For Chloe's now what Lydia was before! 
’Tis true, this Ch/oe boafts the peach’s bloom. 
- But does her neater whifper breathe perfume? 
I own her taper fhape is form’d to pleafe. 
Yet if you faw her unconfin’d by ftays! 
| She doubly to fifteen may make pretence, _ 
Alike we read it in her face and fenfe. 
Her reputation! but that never yet -- | 
Could check the freedoms of a young Coquet. 
Why will ye then, vain Fops, her eyes believe? 
Her eyes can, like your perjur'd tongues, deceive. 
What fhall Ido? how fpend the ‘hateful: day ? 
At chappel fhall I wear the morn away? 
Who there frequents at thefe unmodifh hours, 
Put ancient matrons with their frizled tow’rs, 


And 
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And gray religious maids? my prefence there 

Amid that fober train would own defpair; 

Nor am I yet fo old; nor is my glance 

As yet fixt wholy to devotion’s trance. 
Strait then I'll drefs, and take my wonted range 

Through ev'ry /ndian fhop, through all the Change ; 

Where the tall jarr etects his coftly pride, 

With antic fhapes in Ching’s azure dy'd; 

There carelefs lies the rich brocade unroll’d, © 


Here fhines a cabinet with burnifh’d gold; 


But then remembrance will my grief renew, 
. Twas there the rafflirig dice falfe Damon threw ; 
The raffling dice to him decide the prize. 


"Twas there he firft convers'd with Chloe's eyes; 


Hence f{prung th’ dl-fated caufe of all my {mart, 
To me the toy he gaye, to her his heart. | 


But foon thy perj’ry in the gift was found, 


The fhiver'd China dropt upon the ground ; 

Sure omen that thy vows would faithlefs prove; 

Frail was thy prefent, frailer is thy love. 

an Z22 O 
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O happy Poll, in wiry prifon pents | 
Thou ne’er haft known what love or rivals meant,. 
And Pug with pleafure can his fetters bear, 
Who ner believ'd the vows that lovers fwear! 
How am I curft! (unhappy and forlorn) 
With perjury, with love, and rival’s fcorn f - 
Falfe are the loofe Coquet’s inveigling airs,.. - 
Falfe is the pompous gtief of youthful heirs, 
Falfe is the cringing courtier's plighted word, 
Falfe are the dice when gamefters ftamp the board, 
Falfe is the fprightly widow’s publick tear; _ 
Yet thefe to Damon's oaths are all fincere. - 

Fly from perfidious man, the fex difdains: 
Let fervile Chloe wear the nuptial chain. - 
Damon is practis'd in the modith life, . 
Can hate, and yet be civil to a wife. — 
He games; he {wears; he drinks; he fights; baa roves; 
Yet Chloe can believe he fondly: loves. | . 
Miftrefs and wife can well fupply his need, 
A mifs for pleafure, and a wife for breed. =. 

| But 
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But Chloe's. air 1s unconfin'd and gay, | 
And can perhaps an injur'd bed repay; 
_ Perhaps her patient temper can behold 
The rival of her love adorn’d with gold,. 
Powder'd with di’'monds; free from thought and cate,, 
A husband's fullen. humours fhe can bear. 

Why are thefe fobs? and why thefe ftreaming eyes: 
Is love the caufe? no, I the fex. defpife;. 
I hate, I loath his bafe perfidious name. 
Yet if he fhould but feign a rival flame? 
But Chloe. boafts and triumphs in. my pains,. 
To her he’s faithful, ’tis to me, he feigns; 
@, Thus love-fick Lydia rav'd.. Her maid appears; 
A band-box in her fteady hand the bears. © 
How well this ribband’s glofs becomes. your face, 
She crys, in raptures! then, fo {weet a lace! 
How charmingly you look! fo bright | fo fair! 
Dis to your eyes the head-drefs owes its air. - 
Strait Lydia {mil'd; the comb adjufts her locks, 


Aand at the Play-houfe Harry keeps her box. 
| THE 


1 E A-T A BL CE. 
A Town ECLOGUE 
DORIS and MELANTHE 


— AINT Fames’s noon-day bell for pray- 

: ers had toll’d, — - 

s~ay fem And coaches tothe Patron’s Levée roid, 
ea When Doris rofe. And now through all 

the room 

From flow’ty Tea exhales a fragrant fume. 

Cup after cup they fipt, and talk’d by fits, 

For Doris here and there Melanthe fits. : 


Doris 
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Doris Was young, a laughter-loving dame, 
Nice of her own alike and others fame; 


~ Melanthe’s tongue could wella tale advance, 


And fooner gave than funk a circumftance + 

Lock’d in her mem’ry fecrets never dy’d: 

Doris begun, Melanthe thus reply'd. 

DORIS. 

Sylvia the vain fantaftic Fop admires, — 

The Rake’s loofe gallantry her bofom fires + | 

Sylvia like that is vain, like this fhe roves, 

In liking them fhe but her felf approves. 
MELANTHE 

Laura tails on at men, the fex reviles,. 

Their vice condemns, or at their folly {miles. 

Why fhould her tongue in juft refentment fail, 

Since men at her with equal freedom rail? 

 DORTS: 

Laft Mafquerade was Sylvia nymphilike feen, 

Her hand a crook fuftain’d, her drefs was green; 

An am’rous fhepherd led her through the croud, 

The nymph was innecent, the fhepherd vowd; — 
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But nymphs their innocence with fhepherds truft ; 

So both withdrew, as nymph and fhepherd muft. 
MELANTSHE. | 

Name but the licence of the modern ftage, 

Laura takes fire, and kindles into rage; 

The whining Tragic love fhe {carce can bear, 


_ But naufeous Comedy ne’er thock’d her ear; 


Yet in the gall’ry mob’d, fhe fits fecure, 
And laughs at jefts that turn the Box demute. 

| DORIS. 
Truft not, ye Ladys, ‘to-your beauty’s pow’r, 
For beauty withers, like a fhrivell’d flow'r; 
Yet thofe fair flow’rs that Sy/via’s temples bind, 
Fade not with fudden blights or winter’s wind ; | 
Like thofe her face defys the rolling years, 
For ait her rofes and her charms repairs. 

MELANTEH E. 

Laura defpifes ev'ry outward grace, 
The wanton {parkling eye, the blooming face; 
The beauties of the foul are all her pride, 
For other beauties Nature has deny’d; 
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If affectation {how a beauteous mind, | 
Lives there a man to.Lgura’s merits blind ? 
DORIS.- 
Sylvia be {ure defies the town’s reproach, 
Whofe Défbabille is foil’d in hackney coach;' - | 
What though the fafh was clos’? muft we conclude, 
That fhe was yielding, when her Fop was rude? 
, MELANTHE, 
Laura learnt caution at too dear a coft. 
What Fair could e’er retrieve her honour loft? — 
Secret fhe loves; and who the nymph can blame,’ . 
Who durft not own’ a footman’s vulgar flame? 
DORIS. 


Though Laura's homely tafte defcends fo low; | 


Her footman well may vye with Sy/via's Beau. 
MELANTAE E. 


Yet why fhould Laura think it a difgtace, _ 
When. proud Miranda’s groom wears Flander’s lace? 


rer DORTS. 
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- DORTS. 
What, though for mufick Cysthio boafts aft ear? 
Robin perhaps can hum an Opera ait. 
Cynthio can bow, takes fnuff, and dances well, 
Robin talks common fenfe, can write and {pell; 
_ Sylvia's vain fancy drefs and fhow admires, 
But ’tis the man alone who Ewura fires. . 
| MELANTHE 
Platds wife motals Laura's foul improve: 
‘And this no doubt muft be Platonic love? 
Her foul to gen’rous acts was till inclin’ds; 
What thows more virtue than an bumble mind > 
DORTS. 
What, though young Sylvia love the Park’s coo! fhade, 
And wander in the dusk the fecret glade? | 
Mafqu’d and alone (by chance) fhe met her Spark, 
| That innocence is weak which {huns the dark. . 
But Laure for her flame has no pretence ; 
Her footman is a footman too in fenfe. 
All 
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All Prudes I hate, and thofe are rightly curt 

With {candal’s double load, who cenfure rit. 
DORIS. 
And what if Cyatine Sylua’s garter ty'd! 
Who fuch a. foot and fuch a leg would hide: 
When crook-knee'd Phillis can expofe to view 
Her gold-clock’d ftocking, and her tawdry fhoe} 

MELANT EH E.. 
If pure Devotion center in the face, 
If cens’ring others fhow intuinfick grace, 
If guilt to publick freedoms bse confin'd, 
Prudes (alt muft own) ate of the holy kind! 
DORIS. 7 
Shi difdains referve, and flys conftraint: 
She neither is, nor would be thought a Saint, 
MELANTHE © | / 
Love is a trivial paffion, Lowa crys, 
' May I be bleft with friendfhip’s ftricter tyes ; 
To fuch a breaft all fecrets we commend ; 
Sure the whole Drawing-room is Laura’s friend. 
Aaa2 DORTS. 
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DORIS. 


At marriage Sylvia rails; who men would truft? 


Yet husband’s jealoufies are fometimes juft. 
Her favours Sy/via {hares among mankind, 
Such gen’rous love fhould never be confin’d. 


As thus alternate chat employ’d their tongue, 
With thund’ring raps the brazen knocker rung. 
Laura with Sylvia came; the nymphs arife: 
This unexpected vifit, Doris crys, 

Is doubly kind! Melanthe Laura \ed, 

Since I was.laft fo bleft, my dear,. fhe faid, 
Sure ‘tis an age! they fate;. the hour was fet; 
And all again that night at Ombre met. 


H 
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SABINA LUEY. 


wee W ICE had the moon perform’d her 
< 9 monthly race, | 

esi} Since firft the veil o’ercaft Sabina’s face. 
4 Then dyed the tender partner of Her bed. 
And lives Sabina when Fidelio’ dead? | | 

Fidelies dead, and-yet Sabina lives. 

But fee the tribute of her tears fhe gives: 

a The 
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: Th cir abfent Lord her rooms in fable mouta, | 
And all the day the glimmering tapers burn; 
— Stretch’d on’ the couch of Rate fhe penfive lies, 
While oft’ the {nowy Cambric wipes her eyes. 
Now enterd Lucy, trufty Lucy knew 

To roll a fleeve, or bear a Billet-doux ; 

Her ready tongue, in fecret fervice try’d, 

With equal fluency {poke truth or ly’d, 

She well could flufh, or humble a gallant, 

And ferve at once as maid and confidant'’s 

A letter from her faithful ftays fhe took: 
Sabina {natch’d it with an angry hook, 

And thus in hafty words her grief confeft, 
While Lavy ftrove to footh her troubled breatt. 
SABINA 

What, all Myreillo’s hand! his flame 1 fcorn, 
Give back his paflion with the feal untorn. 

To break our foft repofe has mana right, 

And are we doom’d to zead whate’er they write? 


Not 
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Not all the fex my firm refolves fhall moves. 

My life’s a life af forrow, not of love. 

May Lydia's wrinkles all my forehead trace, 

And Celia’s palenefs ficken o’er my face, 

May Fops of mine, as Flavia's favours,. boafk. 

And Coquets triumph in my honour loft; 

May cards employ my sights, and never more: 

May thefe curft.eyes behold a Matadoret 

Break Chin; perith Sheck, die Perreguet! 

When I Fidelio’s dearer love forget. 

Fidelics judgment fcorn’d the foppiflr train,, 

His air was eafy,. and his drefs was plain, 

His words fiacese, refpet his prefence drew,. 

And on his lips fweet converfation grew. 

Where's wit, where's beauty, where is virtue: fled’: 

Alas!. they ‘se now nomere; Fidelie's dead! 
LUCE. 

Yet when he liv’d, he wanted evry grace i 

That eafy air was then an aukward pace: 


Have: 
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Have not your fighs in whifpers often faid, 
His drefs was flovenly, his {peech ill-bred?  - 
Have not I heard you, with a fecret tear, — 
Call that fweet converfe fullen ‘and :fevere? - 

_ Think net I come to take Myrtilh’s part, — 

Let Chloe, Daphne, Doris fhare his heart.. 

Let Chloe's love in ev'ry ear exprefs - 

Fiis graceful perfon and genteel addrefs... 

All well may judge, what fhaft has Dapine hit, 
Who can be filent to admire his-wit. 

His equipage and liv'ries Doris move, 

But Chloe, Daphne, Doris fondly love.. _ 
Sooner fhall Cits in fafhions guide the Court, © 
And Beaus upon the bufy Change refort ; 

Sooner the nation fhall from. {nuff be freed, . - 
And Fop’s apartments {moak with Jndia’s weed, | 
Sooner I'd wifh and figh through nunn’ry grates, 
Than recommend the flame Szhing hates... 


SABINA. 
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SABINA | 
Becaufe fome widows are in hafte fubdu’d ; 
Shall ev’ry Fop upon our tears intrude ? 
Can I forget my lov'd Fidelio’s tongue, 
Soft-as the warbling of /talian fong? 
Did not his rofy lips breathe forth perfume, 
Fragrant as fteams from Tea’s imperial bloom? 
Lee 

Yet once you thought that tongue a greater curfe 
Than fquawles of children for an abfent nurfe. 
Have you not fancy’d in his frequent kifs 
Th’ ungrateful leavings of a filthy Mifs? 

: SABINA 7 
Love, Ithy pow’r defie; no fecond flame, 

Shall ever raze my ‘dear Fidelio’s name. 

Fannia without a tear might lofe her Lord, 
Who ne'er enjoy’d his prefence but at board. 
- And why fhould forrow fit on Lesbia's face? 
Are there fuch comforts ina fot’s embrace } 


Bbb- No 
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No friend, no lover is to Lesbia dead, 
For Lesbia long had known a fep’rate bed. 
Guth forth, ye teats; wafte, wafte, ye fighs, my brealt; 

My days, my nights were by Fidelio bleft! ; 
7 LUCY. a 
- You cannot fure forget how oft? you faid 
His teazing fondnefs jealoufy betray'd ! 
When at the Play the neighb’ting box he took, 
You thought you read fufpicion in his look s 
When cards and counters flew around the board, 
Have you not wifh’d the abfence of your Lord? 
His company was then a poor pretence, — 

To check the freedoms of'a wife’s expence! 
SABINA, 
But why fhould 1 Myrtide's palfion blame, 
Since Love's a fierce involuntary fame? 

| LUCY — 

Could he the fallys of his heart withftand, 
Why {fhould he not to Chior give his hand? 
For Chive’s handfome, yet he flights her flame s 
Laft night fhe fainted at Sabina’s name. 
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Why, ‘Daphne, dot thou blaft Sabina's charms? 


Sabina keeps no lover from thy arms. 


At Crimp Myrtillo play’d, in kind regards 
Doris threw love, unmindful of the cards; 
Doris was touch’d with {pleen ; her fan he rent, 
Flew from the table and to tears gave vent. 
Why, Doris, doft thou curfe Sabina’s eyes: 


To her Myrtille is a vulgar prize. 


SABING, 
Yet fay, I lov’d; how loud would cenfure rail! 
So {oon to quit the duties of the veil! — 
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No, fooner Plays aud Op’ras I'd forfwear, ae 
And change thefe China jars for Zunbridge, wate ; 


Or truft my mother as a Confidant, 
Or fix a friendfhip with my maiden aunt; — 
Than till--- to morrow throw my Weeds away, 


Yet let me fee him, if he come to day! 


Hafty fhe {natch’d the letter, tore the feal ; 


She read, and blufhes glow'd beneath the veil. 


Bbb 2 TT 
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A Sher EC L. OGUE. 
Between two of the People called Quakers.» 
CALEB TABITHA. | 


feaeeeeen Eneath the fhadow of a beaver hat, 
, a GI Meek Caleb at a filent meeting {ates 


3 at His eye-balls oft’ forgot the holy trance, 
==] While Tabitha demure, return’d the glance. 
The Meeting ended, Caleb filence broke, 
And Zabitha her inward yearnings fpoke. | 
| CALE B. 
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CALE B. 
Beloved, fee how all things follow love, 
Lamb fondleth lamb, and dove difports with dove; | 
Yet fondled lambs their innocence fecure, 
And none can call the turtle’s bill impure; 
O faireft of our fitters, let me be 
The billing dove, and fondling lamb to thee. 
TABITH A 
But, Caleb, know that birds of gentle mind. 
_ Ele& a mate among the fober kind,. 
Not the mockaws, all deck’d in. f{carlet pride, 
Entice their mild and modcft hearts afide ; 
But thou, vain man, beguil’d by: Popith fhows, 
Doateft on ribbands, flounces, furbelows. 
If thy falfe heart be fond of tawdry dyes, 
Go, wed the painted arch in fummer skies ; 
Such love will like the rainbow’s hue decay, 
Strong at the firft, but pafleth foon away. 
| CALEB. 

Name not the frailtys of ‘my youthful days, 
When vice mif-led me through the harlot’s ways: 
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When I with wanton look thy fex beheld, 
And nature with each wanton look tebelf'd; 
Theti parti-colour’d pride my heart might move 
With lace; the net to catch unhallow’d love. 
All fach-like love is fading as the Hower, 
Springs in a day, and withereth in an hour: 
But now I feel the {poufal love within, 
And ws aed love no fifter holds a fin. 

TABITHA 

I know thou longett for the flaunting maid, 
Thy falfehood own, and fay I am betray'd; 
The tongue of man is blifter'd o'er with lies, 
But truth is ever read in woman’s. eyes: 

O that my lip obey'd a tongue like thine! 
Or that thine eye ‘bewray'da love like mine? - _- - 
CHLEB ~~ | 

How bitter-are thy words! forbear to teaze, 

I too might blame-~--but love delights.to pleafe. 

Why fhould I tell thee, that when laft the fun 
Painted the downy peach of Newington, 


‘jofial 
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Sofiah led thee through the garden’s walk, 
And mingled melting kiffes with his talk? 
Ah Jealoufy! turn, turn thine eyes afide, 
How can I fee that watch adorn thy fide: 


_ For verily no gift the fifters take 


For luft of gain, but for the giver’s fake. 
a TABITH A: 
Town, Jofiab gave the golden toy, 
Which did the righteous hand of Quare — 
When Caleb hath affign’d {ome happy day, - 
I look on this and chide the hours delay :. 
And when “Yofiah would his love purfue, _ 


On this I look and fhun his wanton view. 


Man but in vain with trinkets trys to move;, 
The only prefent love demands is love. 

| -.§ SALE B: 
Ah Tabitha, to heat thefe words of thine, 
My pulfe beats high, as if inflam’d with wine 
When to the brethren firft with fervent zeal 
The _— mov'd thy yearnings to reveal, 


How 
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How did I joy thy trembling lip to fee 

Red as the cherry from the Kentijh tree; 

When Ecftafie had warm'd thy look fo meek, 

" Gardens of rofes blufhed on thy cheek. 

With what {weet tranfport didft thou roll thine eyes, 

How did thy words provoke the brethren’s fighs! 

Words that with holy fighs might others move, 

But, Tabitha, my fighs were fighs of love. 
TABITH A 

Is Zabitha beyond her - wifhes bleft? 

Does no proud worldly dame divide thy breaft? 

Then hear me, Caleb, witnefs what I {peak, | 

This folemn promife death alone can break ; 

Sooner I would bedeck my brow with lace, 

And with immodeft fav'rites fhade my face,. 

Sooner like Babylon’s lewd whore be dreft 

In flaring diimonds and a {carlet veft, 

Or make a curtfie in Cathedral pew, 

Than prove inconftant, while my Cakb’s true. 


CAL EB. 
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: CALEB | ; | 
When I prove falfe, and Jahithe forfake, 
Teachers fhall dance a jig at country wake; 
Brethren unbeaver'd then {hall bow their head, — 
And with prophane mince-pies our babes be fed. 
TABITHA 


If that Sf ab were with paffion fird, 
‘Warm as the zeal of youth when firft infpit’ di: ; 


In fteady love though he might perfevere, 
Unchanging as the decent garb we wear, 
And thou wert fickle as the wind that blows, 
Light as the feather on the head of Beaus; 
Yet I for thee would all thy fex refign, 
Sifters, take all the reft-—be Ca/eb mine. 

| CALE B. 
Though I had all that {inful love affords, 


And all the concubines of all the Lords, | 


W hofe couches creak with whoredom’s finful fhame, 
Whofe velvet chaixs are with adult'ry lame ; 


Cece | Ev'n 
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Ev'n in the harlot’s hall, I wou'd not fip 

The dew of lewdnefs from her lying lip ;. 

I'd fhun her paths, upon thy mouth to dwell, 

More {weet than powder which the merchants fell; 

O folace me with kiffes pure like thine! 

Enjoy, ye Lords, the wanton concubine. 

The {pring now calls us forth; come, fifter, come, 

To fee the primrofe, and the daifie bloom. 

Let ceremony. bind the worldly pair, 

Sifters efteem the breth’rens word ‘incere. 

 ~TABITHA | 

Efpoufals are but forms. O lead me hence, 

For fecret love can never give: offence. | | 
Then hand in hand the loving mates withdraw. 

True love is nature unreftraind bylaw 


‘This tenent all the holy fe@ allows... = => 
So Zabitha took earneft of a fpoufe. oo : 
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Author of that celebrated treatife in folio, 
called. 4 the Lan D-Tax Bitu 


oh Bt rH E aN Poets print their. works, the fcrib- 
eye - bling crew Gy 
‘Stick the Bard o'er with Bays, like Chrit- 
mas pew: | 
Can meagre Poetry fuch fame deferve?> 
Can Poetry; that onby writes to ftarve? 
And {hail noi laurel deck that famous head, 
In which the Senate’s annual law is bred? 
(ap a That 
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That hoary head, which greater glory fires, 

By nobler ways and means true fame acquires. ~ 
Ohad I Virgil's force to fing the man, 

Whofe learned lines can millions raife per ann. 

Great L~—: his praife fhould fwell the trump of fame, 
And Rapes and Wapentakes refound his name. 

If the blind Poet gain’d a long renown _ 

By finging ev'ry Grecian chief and town; 


Which. {weetly counts five thoufand Kni and 


Sure [-—his profe much greater fame requires, 
| Squires, 


Their feats, their citys, parifhes and fhires.. 
_ Thy copious Preamble fo {moothly runs 
Taxes no more appear like legal duns, 
Lords, Knights, and Squires th’ Affeffor’s power in 
We read with pleafure, though with pain we pay. 

Ah why did Tiree thy works defame ! | 
That author's long harangue betrays his name; . 
After his fpeeches can his pen fucceed? |. 
Though fore’d to hear, we're not oblig’d'to read. 


Under | 
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Under what {cience fhall thy works be read? 
All know. thou wert not Poet born and bred; 
Or doft thou boaft th’ Hiftorian’s lafting pen, 
Whofe annals are the Affs of worthy men? — 
No. Satyr‘is thy talent; and each lafh 
Makes the rich Mifer tremble o’er his cafh ; 
- What on the Drunkard can be more fevere, 
Than direful taxes on his ale and beer? - 
 Ev'n Button’s Wits are nought compar'd to thee, 
Who ne'er were known or prais'd but’ o'er his Tea, 
While Thou through Britain's diftant ifle fhale {pread, : 
In ev'ry Hundred and Divifion read. , 
Criticks in Claficks oft’ interpolate, 
But ev'ry word of thine is fix’d as Fate. 
Some works come forth at morn, but die at night: 
In blazing fringes round a tallow light, 
Some may perhaps to a whole week extend, | 
Like S--— (when unaffifted by a friend) 
But thou fhalt live a year in {pite of fate: 
_ And whete’s your author boafts a longer date? 


Poets 
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Poets of old had fuch a wondrous power, © 
That with their verfes they could raife a tower; 
But in thy Profe a greater force ig found; 
What Poet ever rais’d ten thoufand pound > 
Cadmus, by fowing dragon’s teeth, we read, 
Rais’d a vaft army from the poys'nous feed.. .. 
Thy labours, L---, can greater wonders do, = 
Thou raifeft armys, and canft pay them too. 
Truce with thy dreaded pen; thy Annals ceafe 5 
Why need we armys when the land’s in peace? 
Soldiers are petfect devils in their way, — 
When once they’re rais'd, they’re curfed hard to lay; 


PAN. 
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PANTHE &A 
an ELEGY. 


L Ong had Panthea felt Love's fecret {mart, 
And hope and fear alternate rul’d her heart; _ 

Confenting glances had her flame confeft. 

(In woman’s eyes her very foul’s expreft) 

Perjur’d Alexis faw the blufhing maid, 

He faw, he {wore, he conquer'd and betray‘d: 

Another love now calls him from her arms, 

His fickle heart another beauty warms ; 

Thofe oaths oft’ whifper'd in Panthea's ears, 

He now again to Galatea {wears. | 

Beneath a beech th’ abandon’d virgin laid, 

In grateful folitude enjoys the fhade ; 


Ddd Pale 
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There with faint voice fhe breath’d thefe moving ftrains, 
While fighing Zephyrs fhar'd her am’ rous pains. 

Pale fettled forrow hangs upon my brow, 
Dead are my charms; Alexis, breaks his vow! 
Think, think, dear faepherd, on the days you knew, 
When I was happy, when my {wain was true; 
Think how thy looks and tongue are form’d to move, 
And think yet more-—that all my faule was love. 


Ah, could you view me in this wretched ftate ! 
You might not love me, but you could not hate. 


Could you behold me in this con{cious fhade, 
Where firft thy vows, where firft my love was paid, 
Worn out with watching, fullen with defpait, | 
And fee each eye {well with a gufhing tear? 


_ Could you behold me on this mofly bed, - 


From my pale cheek the lively crimfon fied, 
Which in my fofter hours you oft’ have fworn, 
With rofie beauty far out-blufh’d the morn; 

Could you untouch’d this wretched objed& bear; 
And would not loft Panthea claim. a. tear? 


You 
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You could nos fure---tears from your eyes would fteal; 
And unawares thy tender foul reveal. 
Ah, no!-— thy foul with cruelty is fraught, 
No tendernefs difturbs thy favage thought ; 
Sooner fhall tygers fpare the trembling lambs, 
And wolves with -pity hear their bleating dams ; 
Sooner fhall vultures from their quarry fly, — 
Than falfe Alexis for Panthea figh. 
Thy bofom ne’er a tender thought confeft, 
Sure ftubborn flint’ has arm’d thy cruel breatt ; 
But hardeft flints are worn by frequent rains, 
And the foft drops diffolve their folid veins; 
While thy relentlefs heart more had appears, 
And is not foften’d by a flood of tears. 
Ah, what is love! Pantheg’s joys are gone, 
Her liberty, her peace, her teafon flown! 
And when I view me in'the watry glafs, 
I find Panthea now, not what fhe was. 
As northern winds the new-blown rofes blaft, 
And on the ground their fading ruins caft; 
Ddd 2 As 
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As fudden blights corrupt the ripen’d grain, 
And of its verdure fpoil the mournful plain ; 
So haplefs love on blooming features preys, 
So haplefs love deftroys our peaceful days. 


Come, gentle fleep, relieve thefe weary’d’. eyes,. 


All forrow in thy foft embraces dies: 

There, {pite of all chy perjur’d vows, I find. 
Faithlefs Mexis languifhingly kind; 
Sometimes he leads me by the thazy ftream, 
And pleafingly deludes me in my dream ; 
Sometimes he guides me to the fecret grove; 
Where all our looks, and all our talk is love. 
Oh, could I thus confume each tedious day,, 
And in {weet flumbers dream my life away; 


But fleep, which now no more relieves thefe eyes,. 


To my fad foul the dear deceit denies. 


Why does the fun dart forth his chearful rays? 


‘Why do the woods refound with warbling lays? 
Why does the rofe her grateful fragrance yield, 
And yellow cowflips paint the {miling: field? 


W hy 


- 
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Why do the ftreams with murm’ring mufick flow,. 
And why do groves their friendly fhade beftow?: 
Let fable clouds the chearful fun deface, 
Let mournful filence feize the feather’d race 3. 
No: more, ye rofes, grateful fragrance yield, 


Droop, droop, ye cowllips, in the. blafted field; : 
No more, ye ftreams, with murm’ring mufick flow,, — 


And let- not groves a friendly. fhade beftow: 

With fympathizing: grief let nature mourn, 

And never know. the. youthful {pring’s return:- _ 

And fhall I never: more Alexis fee? 

Then what is fpring, or grove or ftream to me? 
Why {port the skipping lambs on yonder plain ?: 

Why do the birds their tuneful voices ftrain? 


_ Why frisk thofe heifers-in the cooling grove? 


Their happier life is ignorant of love. 

Oh! lead me-to fome. melancholy cave, - 
To lull my forrows in a living Grave ; 
From the dark rock where dafhing waters fall,. 


_ And creeping ivy hangs the craggy wall, 


Where 
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Where I may wafte in tears my hours away, 
And never know the feafons or the day. 
Dye, dye, Panthea----flie this hateful grove, 
For what is life without the Swain I love? 
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OW Phebus itis and with his early beams 
W ak'd flumb’ring Delia from her pleafing dreams; | 
Her wifhes by her fancy were fupply'd, , 
And in her fleep the nuptial knot was ty’d. 
With fecret joy fhe faw the morning ray 
Chequer the floor, and through the curtains play ;. 
The happy morn that fhall her blifs compleat, | 
And all her rivals envious hopes defeat. 
In hafte fhe rofe; forgetful of her pray’rs, 
Flew to the glafs, and practis'd o’er her airs: 
Her new-fet jewels round her robe are placd, 
Some in a brilliant buckle bind her waift ; 
Some round her neck a circling light difplay, : 
Some in her hair diffufe a trembling ray s 
The filver knot o’erlooks the Mechien lace, 
And adds becoming beauties to her face:. 
: Brocaded 
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Brocaded flow’rs o’er the gay manteau fhine, 
And the rich ftays her taper fhape confine; - 
Thus all ‘her drefs exerts a graceful pride, - 
And {porting Loves furround th’ expecting bride, 
For Daphnis now attends the -blufhing maid, 
Before the Prieft their folemn vows are paid ; 
This day which ends at once all Delia's cares, 
‘Shall {well a thoufand eyes with {ecret tears. 
Ceafe, Araminta, ’tis in vain to grieve, 
Canft thou from Hymen’s bonds the youth retrieve ? - 
Difdain his perj’rys, and no longer mourn : 
Recall my love, and find a fure return. . 
But ftill the wretched maid no comfort knows, 
And with refentment cherifhes her woes ; 
Alone fhe pines, and in thefe mournful ftrains, 
Of Daphnis’ vows, and her own fate complains. 
Was it for this I {parkled at the Play, 
And loiter’d in the Ring whole hours away ? 
When if thy chariot in the circle fhone, 
Our mutual paffion. by our looks was known: | 
Through 
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Through the gay crowd my watchful glances flew, | 
Where-e’er I pafs thy grateful eyes purfue, | 
Ab faithlefs youth! too well you faw. my pains 


For eyes the lan guage of the foul explain. 


Think, Daphnis, think that {carce five days are fled, | 


-Since(O falfe tongue !) thofe treach’rous things you faid; 


How did you praife my fhape and graceful air! 
And woman thinks all compliments fincere. 

Didft thou not then in rapture {peak thy flame, , 
And in foft fighs breath Avaminta'’s name? 


~ Didft thou not then with oaths thy paffion prove, 


And with an awful trembling, fay---I love ? 

Ab faithle{s youth! too well you faw my pain: 
For eyes the lan guage of the foul explain. 

How could’ft thou thus, ungrateful youth, deceive? 
How could I thus, unguarded maid, believe? __ 
Sure thou canft well recall that fatal night, 
When fubtle love firft enter’d at my fight: 
When in the dance I was thy partner chofe, 
Gods! what a rapture in my bofom rofe! 

Eee My 
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My trembling hand my fudden joy confefs’d, 
My glowing cheeks a wouhded heart exprefs’d ; 
My looks {poke leves while you with aafw’sing eyes, 
In killing glances made as kind replies. 
Think, Daphms, think, what tender things you frid. | 
Think what confufion all my foul betray’ds 
You call'd my graceful prefence Cynthia's air, 
_ And when I fung, the Syrens charm’d ‘your ears 
My flame blown up by Aatrry Mronger grew, _ 
A gale of love in evry whifper flew. 
Ah faithlefs youth! too well you faw ny pains — 
For eyes the tanguage of the foul explain. 
Whene'er I drefsid, my matd, whd knew my flame, 
Cherifh’d my paflion with thy bovely names 
Thy pidture inher talk fo lively grew, 
That thy dear image rofe before my view: 
She dwelt whole hours upon thy fhape and mien, 
And wounded Delia's fame to footh my fpleen: 
When fhe beheld me at the name prow:pale, 
Strait to thy’charms fhe-chang’d her artful tale; 
And 
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And when thy matchlefs charms were quite rya o’er,. 
I bid her tell the pleafing tale once mote. | 
Oh, Daphnis! from thy Avamintg Asd! 
Oh, to my love for ever, ever dead! 


Like death, his nuptials all my hope remove, 


And ever past me from the man I loye. 

Ah faithlefs youth! too well you faw my pains 
For eyes the language of the foul explarn, 

O might I by my cruel fate be thrown, 
In fome retreat far from this hateful town! 
Vain drefs and glacing equipage, adiey ! 
Let happier nymphs thofe empty fhows purfue, 
Me, let fome melancholy fhade furround, 
Where not the print of human ftep is found. 
In the gay dance my feet mo more fhall move, 


But bear me faintly through the dongly grove; 
_ No more thefe hands ifhall or ithe {pinnet bound, 


And from the fleeping ftrings call forth the found ; 
Mufick adieu, farewel /talian airs! 7 
The croaking raven now fhall footh my cares. 

Eee 2 On 
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On fome old ruine loft in thought I reft, 

And think how Avaminta once was blefts 
There o’er and-o’er thy letters I perufe, . & 
And all my grief in one kind fentence lofe, 
Some tender line by chance my woe beguiles, 
And on my cheek a fhort-liv'd pleafure {miles ; 


Why is this dawn of joy? flow tears again; 


Vain are thefe oaths, and all thefe vows are vain;. 


Daphnis, alas! the Gordian knot has ty’d, 

Nor force nor cunning can the band divide. 
Ab faithlef{s youth! fince eyes the foul explain, 

Why knew I not that artful tongue could feign ? 
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HOC K’s fate Imourn; poor Shock isnow no mote, 
Ye Mufes mourn, ye chamber-maids deplote. 
Unhappy Shock! yet more unhappy Fair, 
Doom’'d to furvive thy joy and only care! 
Thy wretched fingers now no more fhall deck, 
And tye the fav'rite ribband round his neck ; 
No more thy hand fhall {mooth his gloffy hair, 
And comb the wavings of his pendent ear. 
Yet ceafe thy flowing grief, forfaken maid. 
All mortal pleafures in a moment fade: 
Our fureft hope is in an ‘hour deftroy’d, 
And love, beft gift of heav’n, not long enjoy'd. 
Methinks I fee her frantick with defpair, 
Her {treaming eyes, wrung hands, and flowing hair ; 
Her Mechlen pinners rent the floor beftrow, 
And her torn fan gives real figns of woe. 


Hence 
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Hence Superftition, that tormenting gueft, 


That haunts with fancy’d fears the coward breatt; 


No dread events upon this fate attend, — 

Stream eyes no more, no more thy treffes rend. 
DLho’ certain omens oft’ forewaen a fate, 
And dying lyons fhow the monarch’s fate; 
Why fhould {uch fears bid Ce/ia’s forrow rife? 
For when a Lap-dog faiis, no lover dyes, 

Ceafe, Geis, ceafes reftrain thy flowing tears, 
Some warmer paffion will difpell thy cares. 

In man you'll find a more fabltantial blifs, 
More gratefal toying, and a f{weeter kifs. 

He’s dead. Oh lay him gently in the ground! 
And may his tomb be by this verfe renown'd. 
Here Shock, the pride of -all bis kind, is laid 
Who found hke man, but ne'er -Ieke man betray a. 
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_ —— 
A young Lady, with fome LAMPRE YS. 


W IT H lovers ‘twas of old the fafhion _ 
By prefents to convey their paffion; 
No matter what the gift they fent, 
The Lady faw that love was meant. 
Fair Atalanta, as a favour, | 
Took the boar’s head her Hero gave thers” 
Nor could the briftly thing affront her, 
"Twas a fit prefent from a hunter. 
When Squires fend weodcocks to the dame, 
It ferves to fhow their abfent flame: 
Some by a {nip of woven hair, 
In pofied lockets bribe the fair; 
How many mercenary matches. 
Have {prung from Di'mond-rings and:aatches' 
But hold-----a ring, a-watch, a locket, 
W ould drain at once a Poet's pocket ; 
He 
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He fhould fend fongs that coft him nought, 
Nor ev’n be prodigal of thought. | 
Why then fend Lampreys? fye, for fhame! 
‘Twill fet a virgin’s blood on flame. 
This to fifteen a proper gift! 
It might lend fixty five a lift. 
I Know your maiden Aunt will {cold, 
And think my prefent fomewhat bold. 
I fee her lift her hands and eyes. 
What eat it, Niece; eat Spanifh flies! ; 
Lamprey’s a moft immodeft diet: 
You'll neither wake nor fleep in quiet. 
Should I to night eat Sago cream, 
T would make me blufh to tell my dream ; 
If I eat Lobfter, ’tis fo warming, 
That ev’ry man I fee looks charming ; 
Wherefore had not the filthy fellow 
Laid Rochefier upon your pillow? 
I vow and {wear, I think the prefent 
Had been as modeft and as decent. 


W ho 
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Who has her virtue in her power? 
Each day has its unguarded hour; 
Always in danger of undoing, 
A prawn, a fhrimp may prove our ruin! 
The fhepherdefs, who lives on fallad, 
To cool her youth, controuls her palate ; 
Should Dian's turn liqu’rifh livers, 
And of huge lampreys rob the rivers, 
Then all befide each glade and Vifto, 
You'd fee Nymphs lying like Cahfio. - 
_ The man who meant to heat your blood, 
Needs not himfelf fuch vicious food—--_ 
In this, I own, your. Aunt is clear, 
I fent you what I well might fpare: 
For when I fee you, (without joking) © 
Your eyes, lips, breafts, are fo provoking, 
They fet my heart more cock-a-hoop, 


Than could whole feas of craw-fifh foupe, | 


Fff 


Xo) a 


PR O-' 


402 saladashalesle: Saeiekhelialac 


PROLOGU. zB 
Defign'd for the _ Paforal Tragedy of Dione. 


HE RE was atime (Oh were thofe days. icosedalhn ') 
F’er tyrant laws had woman's will fubdu’d ; 
Then nature rul’d, and love, devoid of art, 
Spoke the confenting language of the heart. 
Love uncontroul'd! infipid, poor delight! 
‘Tis the reftraint that whets our appetite. 
Behold the beafts who range the forefts free, 
Behold the birds who fly from tree to tree 5 
In their amours {ee nature's power appear! 
And do they love? ‘¥es—-One month in the year, 
- Were thefe the pleafures of the golden reign? 
And did free nature thus inftrud the (wain? 
I envy not, ye nymphs, your am 'rous bowers : 
Such harmlefs fwains!--—Fm ev'n content with ours. 
But yet there’s fomething in thefe fylvan {cenes 
That tells our fancy what the lover means ; 
| | | Name 
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Name but the moffy bank, and moon-light grove, 
Is there a heart that does ‘not beat with love? —~ 
To night we treat you with fuch country fare, - 
Then for your lover's fake our author {pare. 
He draws no Hemskirk boors, or -home-bred clowns, 
But the foft fhepherds of Arcadia’s downs. 
When Paris on the three his judgment pat; 
I hope, you'll own the fhepherd fhow’d his tafte; 
And Jove, all know, was a good judge of beauty, 
Who made the nymph Califo break her duty ; 
Then was the country nymph no awkward thing, 
See what ftrange revolutions time can bring! 
Yet ftill methinks our author’s fate I dread. 
Were it not fafer beaten paths to tread 
Of Tragedy; than o'er wide heaths to ftray, 
And feeking ftrange adventures lofe his way? 
No trumpet’s clangor makes his Heroine ftart, 
And tears the foldier from her bleeding heart; 
He, foolifh bard! nor pomp nor fhow regards, © 
Without the witnefs of a hundred guards 
F ff 2 His 
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His Lovers figh their vows.---if fleep fhould take ye, 
He has no battel, no loud drum to wake ye. 
What, no fach fhifts? there’s danger in’t, ‘tis true; 
Yet {pare him, as he gives you fomething new. 


Sweet 
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Sweet WILLIA M’s Farewell 
to Bhck-EFyd SUS AN 
A LL in the Downs the fleet was moor’d, 
The ftreamers. waving in the wind, 
When black-ey'd Sufan came aboard. 
Oh ! where fhall I my, true love find! - 
Tell me, ye jovial failors, tell me true, | 
If my {weet William fails. among the crew.. 
Ss | - 
Wiliam, who high upon. the yard), 
Rock’d with: the: billow to and .fro,. 
Soon: as her well-known voice he. heard, 
He figh’d, and.caft his eyes below: 
_ The cord flides {wiftly through his glowing hands, 
And, (quick as lightning,) on the deck he ftands. | 
a 7 IID. So 
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eee |: Cs 
$o the fweet lark, high-pois'd in air, 
Shuts. clofe his pinions to his breatt, 
(If, chance, his mate’s fhrill call he hear) 
And drops at once into her neft. 
The nobleft Captain in the Britifh fleet, — | 
Might envy William's lip thofe kiffes {weet. 
yy | 
O Sufan, Sufan, lovely dear, 
My vows fhafl ever true remain ; 
Let me kifs off that falling tear, 
We only part to micet again. 
Change, as ye lift, ye winds; my heart thal be 
The faithful compafs that fill points to thee. 
Believe not what the fandmen fay, oe 
Who tempt with doubts thy conftant oner 
They'll tell thee, fatlors, when : away, | 
An ev'ry port a mifttels find. 
Yes, yes, believe them when they tell thee fo,. 
For thou art prefent wherefoe’er I go. 


MISCELLANIES. 
| VI. 
If to far India’s coat we fail, 
Thy eyes are {een in dimonds bright, 
Thy breath is Africk's {picy gale, 
Thy skin is ivory, fo white. 
Thus ev'ry beauteous object that I view, 
Wakes in my foul fome charm of lovely Sue: 
vn | 
Though battel calf me from thy arms, 
Let not my pretty Sufas mourn ; 

Though cannons roar, yet fafe from harms,, 
William fhall to his Dear return. | 
Love turns afide the balls that round me fly, 
Left precious tears fhould drop from Su/an’s eye. 

VI. - 
The boatf{wain gave the. dreadful word, 
The fails their {welling bofom {pread, 
No longer muft fhe ftay aboard: 
They kifsd, fhe figh’d, he hung his head, 
Her lefs’ning boat, unwilling rows to land: 
Adieu, fhe cries! and wav'd her lilly hand, 
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LADYs LAMENTATION 
A BALLAD 


I. 
P HYLLID A, that lov’d to dream 
In the grove, or by the ftreams 
Sigh’d on velvet pillow. } 
What, alas! fhould fill her head, 
But a fountain or a mead, 
Water and a willow? _ 
| A 
Love incitys never dwells, 
He delights in rural cells | 
Which {weet wood-bine covers. | 
What are your Affemblys then? — 
There, ‘tis true, we fee more men; 
But much fewer lovers... 7 
[**; @ .* II Oh, 
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ren 108 | 


Oh, how chang’d the profpett grows! ; . 


Flocks and herds to Fops and: Beaus, 
Coxcombs without number!) 2 
Moon and ftars that fhone fo.bright;.... =... > 


- And whole nights at Ombre, -.- 0 6-7 
TV. 


 Pleafant as it is, to hear 
Scandal tickling in our ear, — 


Ev’n of our own mothers; 


In the chit-chat of the day, 


To us is pay'd, when we're away, 
W hat we lentto others. 
Ve 


Though the fav’rite Zoaf I reign ; 


W ine, they fay, that prompts the vain, 


Heightens defamation. 


Mutt I live ‘twixt {pite and fear, 


Ev'ry :day grow: handfomer, 
And lofe my reputation? 
| Ggg VI. Thus — 
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VI. 


| Thus the Fair to fiehs Gave Way, | 


Her empty purfe befide het lay. 

Nymph, ah ceafe thy forrow. 
Though curft fortune frown to nights | 
This odious town can give delight. 

If you win to morrow: . oY 2 oe 


DAMON 


Flys ev'ry fprightly lafs, 
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=D AMON awd CUPID 


A SONG 
ee © 
T HE fun was now withdrawn, 
_ The fhepherds home were {ped 
The moon wide o’er the lawn 
Her filver mantle {pread ; 
When Damon ftay'd behind; 
And faunter'd in the grove. 
Will ne’er a nymph be kind, - 
And give me love for lovet 
ee? ae 
Oh! thofe were golden hours, 
When Love, devoid of cares, 


‘In all Arcadia’s bow'rs 


Lodg’d fwains and nymphs by. pairs? 
But now from wood and plain 


Ggg% No 
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No joys for me remain, _ =. | 
In fhades, or on the gtafs, oe ee 
i 94 LIL. - 
The winged boy draws near, — 
And thus the fwain reproves. 
While beauty revell'd. here,” se * a 
My game lay in the stoves ; 
At Court I never fail 2 tts 
To f{catter round my arrows, - 
Men fall as thick as hail ;” | 
And maidens love like {parrows. : 
, IV.’ : fe 
Then, fwain, if me you need, 
Strait lay your {heep-hook down ; 
Throw by your oaten reed, 
And haft away totown. .- 7°) | 
So well I'm known at Court, 
None ask whete Cupid dwells's. 
But readily refort . 
To scab or L--Il's. eta ef Pots & 
ee ay - DA p H N IS 


oe) ee | 


\mety, 


Yet why fhould you your fong forbear? 


1) 
‘ 
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DAPHNIS ad. CHL O E; 


A SONG - 


. D Aphnis ftood penfive in the fhade, 


~ With arms a-crofs,- and head reclin'd; — 


Pale looks accus’d the cruel maid, 


And fighs reliev'd his love-fick mind: 
His tuneful pipe all broken lay, ©. 


Looks, fighs, and actions feem’d to fay, | 


. 


My Chloe is unkind. 
- + Fee #4 
Why ring the woods with warbling throats? 
Ye larks, ye linnets ceafe your ftrains; 
I faintly hear in your fweet notes, | 
My Chloe's voice that wakes my pains: 


Your mates delight your fong to hear. | 
But Chloe mine difdains =  . |. 


ATS MISCELLANIES 
| WI. 
As thus he melancholy ftood, — 
- Dejedcted as the lonely dove; . 
Sweet founds broke gently through the wood. 
I feel’ the found ; my heart-{ftrings move. 
*Twas not the nightingale chat fung;s 
No. ’Tis my Chloe's fweeter tangue. 
‘Hark, hark, what fays my love! _ 
How foolifh is the nymph (fhe crys) 
Who trifles with her lover’s pain! 
Nature ftill {peaks in woman's eyes, 
Our artful lips were made to feign. 
O Daphnis, Daphnis, ‘twas my pride, 
‘Iwas not my heart thy love deny’d. 
Come back, dear youth, again. 
a 
As tother day my hand he feiz’d, 
My blood with thrillimg motion flew; _ 
Sudden I put on looks difpleasd, 
And hafty from his hold withdrew. 
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"Twas feat alone, thou fimple {wain. 


Then hadft thou preft my hand again, 

My heart had yielded too! 

ah +4 

’Tis true, thy tuneful reed I blam’d, 

That {well'd thy lip and rofie cheek s 
Think not thy skill in fong defam'd, - 

That lip fhould other pleafures feek: _ 

Much, much thy mufick I approve} 


Yet break thy pipe, for more I love, 


Much more to hear thee fpeak. 
«VIL. 
My heart forebodes that I’m betray’d, 
Daphnis I fear is ever gone; 

Laft night with Delia's dog he play’d, 
Love by fuch trifles firft comes on. 
Now, now, dear fhepherd, come away, 
My tongue would now my heart obey. 

Ah Chie, thou art won! 


The 
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WIT | 
The youth ftep’d forth with hafty pace, : 
And found where withing Chloe: lay; 
Shame fudden lighten’d in her face, 
Confus'd, fhe knew not what to fay. eS 
At laft in broken words, fhe cry’d; i | 
To morrow you in vain had -try’d, =: |. :.. . 
But I am lof today!) -..- > 


MISCELLANIES. xz) 
. 
CONT EM PLATION 
Oo N 
N- il oG ft L 


Hether emid the gloom of night I ffray,. 
Ox my glad eyes enjoy revolving day, 
Still Nature’s variqus face informs my fenfe, 
Of an all-wife, all-pow'rful Providence. | 
When the gay fun firt breaks the fhades of night,.. 
And ftrikes the diftant eaftern hills with light, | 
Colour returns, the plains ther liv'ry wear, 
And a bright verduce cloaths the fmiling year’s 
Fhe blooming flow’rs with op'ning beauties glow, — 
Aad. grazing flocks their milky fleeces fhow,, 


HbR The 
A 
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The barren cliffs with chalky fronts arife, 

And a pure azure arches o’er the skies. 

But when the gloomy reign of night returns, 
Stript of her fading pride all nature mourns: 

The trees no more their wonted verdure boaft, 

But weep in dewy tears their beauty loft; 

No diftant landskips draw our curious eyes, 
Wrapt in night’s robe the whole creation lies, 

‘Yet f{till, ev’n now, while darknefs cloaths the land, 
We view the traces of th’ almighty hand ; 

Millions of flars in heav’n's wide-vault appear, 
«And with new glories hang the boundlefs {phere: 7 
The filver moon her weftern couch forfakes, 

And o’er the skies her nightly circle makes, 

Her folid globe beats back the funny rays, | 

~ And to the world her borrow’d light repays. 
Whether thofe ftars that twinkling luftre fend, 

_ Are funs, and rolling worlds thofe {uns attend, 
Man may conjecture, and new. {chemes declare, - 


Yet all his fyftems but conjectures -are;.. 


But 
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But this we know, that heav’n’s eternal King, 
Who bid this univerfe from nothing {pring, 
Can at. his Word bid num’rous worlds appear, 
And rifing worlds th’all-pow’rful Word {hall hear. 

When to the weftern main the fun defcends, 
To other lands a rifing day he lends, 
The fpreading dawn another fhepherd f{pies, 
The wakeful flocks from their warm folds arife, 
Refrefh’d, the peafant feeks his early toil, 
And bids the plough correct the fallow foil. 
While we in fleep’s embraces wafte the night, > 
The climes oppos’d enjoy meridian light ; 
And when thofe lands the bufie fun forfakes, 
With us again the rofie morning wakes; 
In lazy fleep the night rolls fwift away, 
And neither clime laments his abfent ray. 

W hen the pure foul is fromthe body flown, 
No more fhall night’s alternate reign be Known: 
Fhe fun no more fhall rolling light beftow, 
But from th’ Almighty ftreams of glory flow. 

a Hhhz Oh, 


go 060COMISCELLANIES. 

Oh, may fome nobler thought my foul employ,, 
Than empty, tranfient, {ubiunary joy! 

The ftars Thall drop, the fun fhall tofe his fame, 
But thou, O God, for ever fhine the fame. 
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A 
THOUGHT 
ON 


ETERNITY 
FE R the foundations of the world were laid, 
~~ Er kindling light th’ Almighty word obey’d, 
Thou wert; and when the fubterraneous flame _ | 
Shall burft its pnfon, and devour this frame, _ 
From angry heav'n when the keen lightniag flies, 
When fervent heat diffalves the melting skies, 
Thou ftill fhalt.bes Hill, as thou wert before, 
‘And know no change, when time {had be no more. 


O 
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O endlefs thought! divine eternity! 
Th’ immortal foul fhares but a part of thee; 
For thou wert prefent when our life began, 
When the warm duft fhot up in breathing man. | 
Ah! what is life? with ills encompafs'd round, 
Amidft our hopes, Fate ftrikes the fudden wound: 
To day the ftate{man of new honour dreams, 

To morrow death deftroys his airy {chemes ; 

Is mouldy treafure in thy cheft confin’d? 
Think all that treafure thou muft leave behind ; 
Thy heir with {miles fhall view thy blazon’d herfe, 
And all thy hoards with lavifh hand difperfe. 
Should certain fate th’ impending blow delay, 

Thy mirth will ficken and thy bloom decay 
Then feeble age will all thy nerves difarm,: 

No more thy blood its narrow channels warm. 
Who then would with to ftretch this narrow fpan, 
To fuffer life beyond the date of man? 

The virtuous foul purfues a nobler aim, 

And life regards -but as a fleeting dream: 

: She 
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She longs to wake, and withes to get free, 
To launch from earth into eternity. 
_ For while the boundlefs theme extends our thought, 
Ten thoufand thoufand rolling years are nought. 


My own EPITAPH 


L IFE isa jeft; and all things fhow it, 
I thought fo once; but now I know it. 


DIONE 
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- Paftoral Tragedy. 


Sunt NUMINA AMANI, 


Savit a injufta lege relita Venus. 
Tibull. Eleg. 5. Lib. 1. 


Dramatis Perfone.-- 


MEN. 
Evander under the name of _— 


Cleanthes. 
She pherds. 


Dione under ao name ar Asis, _ - 


Partheti, 
Laura. 


Sene ARCADIA 


ACT L SCENEL 


A Pl Alt, at the “fiat of a + in “rag g a 


mountain. 
DIONE LAURA 
| LAURA. 


S9: H Y doft:thou. fly me? ftay, unhappy fair; 
RK Seck not thefe horrid caverns of defpair; 
pualae To-trace thy fteps the midnight air I bore, 
Trod the brown defart,. and unfhelter'd moor: 

Three times-the lark kas fung his matin lay, | 

And rofe on dewy wing to meet the day, 

Tii2 Since 
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Since firft I found thee, ftretch’d in penfive mood, — 

Where laurels border Ladon's filver flood. =: 
a DONE Oo ba): 

O let my foul with ‘grateful thanks o’erlowt 

’Tis to thy hand my daily life I owe. 

Like the weak lamb you rais'd me from the plain, 

Too faint to bear bleak winds and beating rain; 

Each day I fhare thy bowl and clean: repaft,  - 

Each night thy roof defends the chilly blaft. — 

But vain is all thy friend{hip, vain thy care: 

‘Forget a wretch abandon‘d to. defpair. 

LAURA 

Defpair will fly thee, when thow thale impart 

The fatal fecret that torments thy heart} ° 

_ Difclofe thy forrows to my faithful ear, ° : ° 

Inftruct thefe eyes to give thee tear for tear. 

Love, love's the caufe; our forefts {peak thy flame, | 

- And rocks have learnt to figh Evander’s name. : 

If faultring fhame thy bafhful tongue reftrain, 

If thou haft look’d, and blufh'd, and figh’d in vain; _ 

i Say, 
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Say, in what grove thy lovely fhepherd ftrays, 
~ Tell me what mountains warble with his lays 5 
-Thither Pll {peed me, and with moving art 
Draw foft confeflions from his melting heart. 
DIONE 
Thy gen’rous care has touch’d my fecret woe + 
Love bids thefe {calding tears inceffant. low, 
Ill-fated love! O, fay, ye fylvan maids, — 
Who range wide forefts and fequefter'd fliades, © 
Say where Evander bled, point out the ground — 
That yet is purple with the favage wound, © 
Yonder he lies; I hear: the bird of prey; 
High o’er thofe cliffs the raven wings his way; 
‘Hark, how he croaks! he fcents the murder near. 
O may no greedy beak his vifage tear! 
Shield him, ye Cupids; ftrip the Paphian gtove, 
And ftrow unfading myrtle o'er _ love! 
Down, heaving heart. 
—— EAU R A | 
ee The mournful tale difclofe. 
2 2 DIONE 
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DIONE: 

Let not my tears intrude on thy repos. 

Yet if thy friendfhip ftill the caufe requeff; : « - 

I'll fpeak; though forrow rend my tab’ring breaft. - 

Know then, fair fhepherdéfs § to ‘honett fwain | 

Taught me the duties of the peaceful plains — 

Unus'd to {weet content, no flocks I keep, : - 

Nor browzing goats that overhang the fteep. |. 

Born where Oxchormenos® proud turrets fhine, 

I trace my birth from long ibluftrious line: ~ - 

Why was I teain’d amid Arcadia’s Court? 

Love ever revells in that gay refort. 

W hene’er Evander paft, my {mitten heart .. ‘ 

Heav'd frequent fighs, and felt unufual Smart. 

Ah! hadft thou ‘feen with what fweet grace he mow'd! 

Yet why that with. 2 for Layra then had Jev'd. 

LAURM | 
Diftruft me not; thy fecret wrongs impart - 
| BIO NE 

Forgive the fallies of a breaking. heart. ~~ 

a Evander 's 
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Evander’s fighs his mutual flame confeft, 
The growing peffion labour'd in his breaft ; 
To me he came; my heart with rapture {prung,. 
Fo {ee the blufhes, when his faultring tongue 
Firft faid, Llove. My eyes confent reveal, 
And plighted vows our faithful paffion feal. 
| Where's now the lovely youth? he’s loft, he’s flais, — 
And the _— corfe lies. breathlefs on the plain! 
LAURA ? 
Are thus the hopes of conftant lovers paid? > 
If thus--—ye Powers, from love defend the maid! . 
BFONB 

Now have twelve mornings warm'd. the purple eat, 
Since my dear hitntes rous'd the tusky beaft; 
Swift few the foaming montter theough the wood, 
Swift as the wind, His cager fteps purfu'’d: 
"Twas then the favage: futrid';. then fell the youth, | 
And his dear blood diffain’d the barb’rous tooth. 

: BAURA | 
Was there none neat? no:ready fuccour ends : 
~ Wer healing hexb ta flanch tHe fpouting wound? 


432 DIONE. 
DIONE, 

In vain thro’ pathlefs woods the hunters croft, 
And fought with anxious eye their mafter loft; 
In vain their frequent hollows eccho’d fhrill, 
And his lov’d name was fent from hill to: hills: _- 
Evander hears you not. He's loft, he’s flain, 
And the pale corfe lies breathlefs on the plain. 

: “LAURA | 
Has yet no clown (who, wandring from the way, 
Beats ev'ry bufh to raife the lamb es 
Obferv'd the fatal {pot? 

DIONE. 

——___—_—— O, if ye pafs 


Where purple murder dies the wither'd grafs, 
With pious finger gently clofe his eyes, 
And let his grave with decent verdure rife.  [Weeps. 
| LAURA 

Behold the turtle who has ioft her mate ;. 
Awhile with drooping wing fhe mourns his fate, 
Sullen, awhile fhe feeks the darkeft grove, 

And cooing meditates the murder'd dove: 
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But time the rueful image wears away, 
Again fhe’s chear’d, again fhe feeks. the day. 
Spare then thy beauty, and no longer pine. | 
DIONE. 
Yet fure fome turtle’s love has equall'd mine, 
Who, when the hawk has f{natch'd her mate away, 
Has never known the glad return of day. - 
When my fond father faw my faded eye, 
And on my livid.cheek the rofes dye; 


_ When catching fighs my wafted bofom mov'd, 


The certain figns confirm’d him-that I lov'd. | 
He knew not that Evander was my flame, 


Evander dead! my paffion ftill the fame! 
‘Now.he with threats afferts paternal {way; _ 


With rich Cleanthes names my nuptial day ; - 


‘Cleamtbes long his ardent vows had preft ; . 
- But [his honours and his wealth deteft. 


~ How vain is force! Love ne'er can be compell'd. 


Kkk |. DIONE 
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| DIONE - 
Though bound by duty, yet my heart rebell'd. 
One night, when fleep had hufh’d all bufy {pys, 
And the pale moon had journey'd half the skies; 
Softly I rofe and dreft; with filent tread, | 
Unbarr’d the gates; and to thefe mountains fled. ° 
Here let me footh the melancholy hours! - 
Clofe me, ye woods, within your twilight bow’rs } 
Where my calm foul may fettled lorrow know, 
And no Cleanthes interrupt my woe. ' 
{Melancholy mufick is nda at a i iflance: 

With importuning love~--On yonder plain . 
_ Advances flow a. melancholy train ; me 
Black Cyprefs boughs their drooping heads adorn, 

LAURA - | 
Alas! Menalcas to his grave is born. 
Behold the vidtim of Parthenia’s pride} - 
He faw, he figh’d, he ‘lov’d, was sass and a 

DIONE - 

_Where dwells this beauteous tyrant of the plains? 
Where may I fee her? noe LAURA. 


DION E.. 
LAURA 


ecenenene 


They beft can {peak the conquefts of her eyes, 
Whoever fees her, loves; who loves her, dies. 
DIONE 
Perhaps untimely fate her flame has croft, 
And fhe, like me, has her Evander loft. 
How my foul pitys her! 
LAURA. 
——__—_--—_——_ If pity move 
Your generous bofom, pity thofe who love. 
There late arriv’d among our fylvan race 
A ftranger fhepherd, who with lonely pace 
Vifits thofe mountain pines at dawn of day, 
"Where oft’ Parthenia takes her eatly way 


To roufe: theichace; mad with his am’rous pain, 


He ftops and raves; then fullen walks again. 
Parthenia’s name is ‘born by pafling: gales, - { 
And talking hills repeat -it'to-the dales.. 


- Kkk2 
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retisserionedteones Mile Can fighing fwains. - 


Come, 
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Come, let us from this vale of forrow go, 


Nor let the mournful {cene prolong thy woe... [Exeunt. . 


_ oO | yo ' 
one ae 


*SCENE LL 


Shepherds and Shepherdeffes, (crown'd with garlands of 
Cypre[s and Yew) bearing the body of Menalcas. 


1 SHEPHE RD. 
Here ‘se reft the corfe-.--With faultring breath 
_ Thus fpake Menalcas on the verge of death. . 
‘ Belov'd Palemon, hear a dying friend ; 
‘See, where yon hills with craggy brows afcend, 
‘ Low in the.valley where the mountain grows, 
‘There firtt I faw her, there began my woes. 
‘When I am cold, may thete this clay be laid;’ 
_« There often ftrays the dearthe cruel maid, 
‘ There as the walks, perhaps you'll heag-her fay, © 
‘(While a kind gufhing tear fhall asiliewade | 
© This and the following Scene are form'd upon the novel of Marcella in Don Quixote. 
_* How 
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‘ How could my: ftubborn heart. relentlefs prove? 
: Ab poor eae thy fault was love! 
SHE P.HE R.D.: 
When pitying tons o'er a carcafe groan, © 
And hungry tygers bleeding kids bemoan ; 
When the lean wolf laments the mangled fheep; 
~ Then fhall Parthevia o'er Menalcas weep. 
SHEPHERD... | 
When fects perbers feek their. morning food, 
_ And monfters roar _— the defart wood ; 
When hiffing vipers ruftle through the brake, - 
Or in the path-way rears the {peckled {nake; 
The wary fwain th’ approaching peril {pys, 
And through fome diftant- road fecurely flys. . 
Fly then, ye {wains, from beauty’s furer wound. 
Such was the fate our poor Menalcas found! 
2 SHEPHERD. 
What fhepherd does not mourn Menalcas fain? 
Kill'd by a barbarous woman's proud difdain! | 


Whoe'’er 


ieee ee See er) ee ee a ee ae aS 
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Whoe’er attempts to bend her {cornful mind, 
Crys to the defarts, and purfues the wind. 


1 SHEPHERD. 


“With ev'ry grace Menalcas was endow’d, 


His merits dazled all ehe fylvan. croud.* 


If you ‘would know his pipe’s melodious found, 
Ask all the ecchoes of thefe hills around, ‘— 

For they have learnt his ftrains;' who fhall rehearfe 
The fireneth, the:cadence of his tuneful verfe? 
“Go, read thofe lofty poplars; there you'll find 
Some tender fonnet grow on ev'ry rind. i 


2 SHEPHERD. - 


Yet what avails his. skill? Partheniga flies. :. 


Can merit hope {uccefs in woman's eyes? | 


“> SHEPHERD: *.. 


| Why 9 was Parthenia form’d of foftet tnould? 


Why does her hearst: fuch {avage nature hold: 
O ye kind’gods! or all her charms efface, 205 2) 
Or tame her heart----fo {pare the fhepherd rack.i 2 


> SHEPHERD. 
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2 SHEPHERD. 
As fade the flowers which on the grave I caft ; 
So may Parthenia s tranfient beauty wafte! 
SHEPHERD. 
What woman ever counts the fleeting years, 
Or fees the wrinkle which her forehead wears? 
Thinking her feature never fHiall decay, 
This {wain the {corns; from that fhe turns away. . : 
But know, as when the rofe her bud unfolds, 
Awhile each breaft the fhort-liv’d fragrance holds; 
When the dry ftalk lets drop her fhrivell'd pride, = 
The lovely ruin’s ever thrown afide:  - ) 
So fhall Parthenia be. — = 
2 SHEPHERD. a 
——- dee, fhe appears, . 
To boaft her fpoils, and triumph in our tears. 


SC EN E 
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SCENE $I 
Parthenia appears fram the mountain. — 
PARTHENIA SHEPHERDS 
| 1: SHEPHERD. 
Why this way doft thou turn thy baneful eyes, 
Pernicious Bafilisk? Lo! there he lies, ——- 
‘There lies the youth thy.curfed beauty flew ; 
See, at thy prefence, how he bleeds anew! 
‘Look down, enjoy-thy murder. _ 
PARTHENIA 
= ao - Spare my fame; 
I come to clear a virgin’s injur'd name. _ 
If-I’'m a Bafilisk, the danger fly, | oe 
Shun the {wift glances of my venom’d eye: 


If I'm a.-murd’rer, why approach ye near, 


_ And to the dagger.lay your.bofom bare? 


1 SHEPHERD. 


Bi 


DIONE. 44T. 
1 SHEPHERD. 
What heart is proof againft that face divine: 
Love is not in our power. 
— PARTHENIA 


_-____--___—— Islovein mine? |_| 


If e’er I trifled with a fhepherd’s pain, 


Or with falfe hope his paffion ftrove to gain; 
Then might you juftly curfé my favage mind, 


Then might you rank me with the ferpent kind: 


But I ne'er trifled with a fhepherd’s pain, 
Nor with falfe hope his paffion ftrove to gain: 


-'Tis to his rafh purfuit he owes his fate, 


I was not cruel; he was obftinate. 

og SHEPHERD. 

Hear this, ye fiching fhepherds, and defpair. 
Unhappy Lycidas, thy hour is near! 7 
Since the fame barb’rous hand has fign’d thy. doom, ~ 
Weill lay thee in our lov'd Menakas’ tomb. 


Lil §6|—i‘(<“‘éxzPARRTHPEENNIA 
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PSRTHENIA 
Why will intruding man my peace deftroy? 
Let me content, and folitude enjoys 
Free was I born, my freedom to maintain, 
Early I fought the unambitions plain. — 
Moft women’s weak refolves like reeds, will ply,. 
Shake with each breath, and bend with ev’sy fighs 
‘Mine, like an oak, whofe firm roots deep defcend, 
No breath of love can fhake, no figh can bend. 
If ye unhappy Lycidas would fave; | 
Go feek him, lead him to Menalcas grave; 
Forbid his eyes with flowing grief to rain, 
Like him Menalcas wept, but wept in vain; 
Bid him his heart-confuming groans give o’er: 
Tell him, I beard, fuch piercing groans before, 
And heard unmoy'd, O Lycidas, be wile, ~ 
Psevent thy fate---Lo! there Menalcas lies. 
oy SHEPHERD. 

Now all the melancholy rites are paid, 
And o'er his grave the weeping marble laid; 

_ = | Let’s 
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Let’s feek our charge; the flocks difperfing wide, 
W hiten with, moving fleece the mountain’s fide. 
Truft not, ye {wains, the lightning of her eye, 
Left ye like him fhould love, defpair, and dye. _ 


[Ex. Shepherds &c.. Parthenia ressains iu & melancholy pofture look- 
ing on the grave of Menalcas. _ Enter Lycidas. 


SCENE IV. 


LYCIDAS. PARTHENIA. 


LYCIDAS. 
When {hall my fteps have reft? through all the wood, 
And by the winding banks’ of Laden's food 
I fought my love. Ofay, ye skipping fawns, 
(Who range entangled fhades and daify'd lawns) 
“If ye have feen her! fay, ye warbling race, 
(Who meafure on {wift wing th’ aerial {pace, 
And view below hills, dales, and diftant fhores) 
Where fhall ¥ find her whom my foul adores! 


Lll2 | SCENE 
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LYCIDAS PARTHENIA ial 
a N E. LAURA 


— and Laura at a 5 sance. 


EYrcIiDAs. 
‘What do I fee? no. Fancy mocks my eyes, 
And bids the dear deluding vifion rife. 
Tis fhe. _My {pringing heart her prefence feels. 
_ paoneeats Lindt before thee kneels. 
| | (Kneeling to Paxthenia. 
Why will Parthenia turn her face away? | 
PARTHENIA 
Who calls‘ Parthenia? hah! — 


[She farts from her melancholy ; ond Seeing — . 
flys into the wood. | 


LYCIDAS.. 
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O wing my feet, kind Love. See, fee, fhe bounds, 
Fleet as the mountain roe, when preft by hounds. — 

[He purfues her. Dione fasts in the arus of Laura 

| a LAURA a 
What means this trembling? all her colour flies, © 
And life is quite unftrung. Ah! lift thy eyes, 
And anfwer me; {peak, {peak, ’tis Laura calls. 
Speech has forfook her lips-—She faints, fhe falls. 
Fan her, ye Zephyrs, with your balmy breath, 
And bring her quickly from the fhades of death:: . _ 
Blow, ye cool gales, See, fee, the foreft fhakes — 
With coming winds! fhe breaths, fhe moves, fhe wakes. 


| DIONE. 
Ah falfe Evander! — 
LAURA 
—_ = —— Calm thy fobbing breaft. 
Say, what new forrow has thy heart oppreft: 
DIONE. 


Didft thou not hear his fighs and {uppliant tone ?- 
Didft thou: not hear the pitying mountain groan? 
oe Didtt 


446 DION E. 

Did@ thou not fee him bend his fuppliant knee ? 
Thus in my happy days he knelt tome, : 
And pour'd forth ail his foul! {ee how he ftrains, 
And leffens to the fight o'er yonder plains 


~ Tokeep the fairin view! run, virgin, run, 


Hear not his yows; I heard, and was undone! 
LAURA 

Let mot imaginary terrors fright. 

Some dark delufion {wims before thy fight. 

I faw Parthema from the mountain's brow, 

And Lyidas with proftrate duty bow; 

Swift, as on faulcon’s wing, I faw her fly, 

And heard the cavern. to his groans reply. 

~~" ftream thy tears for forrows not thy own? | 

DIONE. 

Oh! ieaet is —" faith, and jamin ftown? 

Perjur d Evander' 

| LAUR 2. 

Death has laid him low. 

Touch not the mournful {tring that wakes thy woe. 
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DIONE. a 
That am’rous f{wain, whom Lycidas you name, - 
(Whofe faithlefs bofom feels another flame) 
Is my once kind Evander—yes -—~ ‘twas he. 
He lives.-—-but lives, alas! no more for me. 
LAURA. 
Let not thy frantick words confefs defpair. 
| DIONE 
What, know I not bis voice, his mien, his air? . 
Yes, I thet treach’rous voice with joy beliey’d, 
That voice, that mien, that air my foul deceiv'd. 
If my dear fhepherd love the lawns and glades, 


With him PH range the lawns and feek the fhades, 


With him through folitary defagts rove. 
And can he leave mre for anather love? 
O bafe ingratitude! = 
_ LAURA | 
__._-_—__——=. Sufpend thy a 
And Jet my friendly. counfel bring relief — 


To 


f 
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448 D1lION-<E, - 
To thy defponding foul. Parthenia’s ear 
Is barr'd forever to the lover's prayers. 
Evander courts difdain, he follows fcorn, 
And in the paffing winds his yows are bora: 
Soon will he find ‘that all-in vain he ftrove 
To tame her bofom:; then his former love 
Shall wake his foul, then, will he fighing- blame 
His heart inconftant and his perjur’d flame: 
Then fhall he at Dione's feet implore, 
Lament his broken faith, and change no more. 
DIONE, 
Perhaps this cruel nymph well knows to feign — 
Forbidding {peech, coy looks, and cold difdain, 
To raife his paffion. Such are female arts, 
To hold in fafer. {nares inconftant hearts! - 
LAURA. 
Parthema’s breaft is fteel’'d with real fcorn. 
| DIONE. - 
Canft thou believe Evander will return? 


LAUR A. 


DION E.. 
| LAUR A. 
if thou the fecrets of his heart wouldft find, 
And try to cure the fever of his mind 
Ifthy foft fpeech his paflions knows to move, — 
If thou canft plead Dione’s injur'd love, 
Forgo thy fex, lay all thy robes afides 
Strip off thefe ornaments of female pride; 
The thepherd’s veft muft hide thygraceful air, 
With the bold manly ftep a {wain appear; 
Then with Evander mayf thou rove unknown, 
Then let thy tender eloquence be fhown; 
Then the new fury of his heart controul, 
And with Dione’s fufferings touch his foul. 
 pIONE 
Sweet as refrefhing dews, or fummer fhowers 
To the long patching thirlt of drooping flowers ; 
Grateful as fanning gales to fainting {wains, 
- And foft as trickling balm to bleeding pains, 
Such are thy words. The fex fhall be refign’d, 
No more hall breaded gold thefe treffes bind ; 
| M mm 
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The fhepherd’s garb the woman fhall difguife. 

If he has loft all love, may friendfhip’s. tyes 
Unite me to his heart! 

LAURA ; 
———. Go, profp’rous maid, 
May {miling love thy faithful wifhes aid. 

Be now Alexis call’d. With thee Pll rove, 

And watch thy wand’rer through the mazy grove; 
Let me be honour'd with a fifter’s name; 


Quane=en® eu s Ceeweneg eee, 


For thee, I feel a more than filter's fame. 
DION E. 
Come then my guardian, fifter, friend and guide; 
Strait let thefe female robes be laid afide. ' 
Perhaps my fhepherd has outftript her hatte. 


Think’ thou, when oat of fight, fhe Rew fo fait? 


One fudden glance might turn her favage mind; 
May fhe like Daphue fly, nor took behind, 
‘Maintain her {comn, his eager flame defpife, 
Nor view Evander with Dione’s eyes! 


T 
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SEK iene NE Stench tock es Sa ee 
ACT 1 SCENE 1L 


Lycidas hing on the grave of Menalcas. 
LYcIDAs. | 

PeWwe Hen fhall thefe fcalding fountains ceafe to low? — 

4 Bis How long will life {uftain this load of woe? 


Why glows the morn? roll back, thou fource of light, 
And feed my forrows with eternal night. 

Come, fable Death; give, give the welcome ftroke; 
The raven calls thee from yon’ blafted oak. 

What pious care my ghaftful lid fhall clofe? 

What decent hand my frozen limbs compofe? 


O happy fhepherd, free from anxious pains, 


Who now art wandring in the fighing plains 
Of ble Ehfiuns where in myrtle groves 
Enamour'd ghofts bemoan their former loves. 
Open, thou filent grave; for Jo! Icome 


To meet Menalcas in the fragrant gloom ; 


Mmm 2 . There 


452 DION E. | 

There fhall my bofom burn with friendfhip’s flame,. 
The fame our paffion, and our fate the fame ; 
There, like two nightingales on neighb’ring boughs, 
Alternate ftrains fhall mourn our fruftrate vows. 

But if cold Death fhould clofe Parthenia's eye, 
And fhould her beauteous form come gliding by ;. 
Friendthip would foon in jealous fear be loft, 
And kindling hate purfue thy rival ghoft. 


° c BN E_ IL. 
LTCIDAS DIO NE ina fepherds bit 
LYcIDA’s. | 
Hah! who comes here? turn hence, be timely wife + 
TFruft not thy fafety to Parthenia’s eyes. 
As from the bearing faulcon flies the dove, - 
So wing’d with fear, Parthenia flies from. love. 
DIONE 
If in thefe vales the fatal beauty ftray,; 
From the cold marble rife; let’s hafte away. 


Why 


Ie 
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Why lieft thou panting, like the {mitten deer; 
Truft not the dangers, which thou bid’ft me fear. 
EYcIDAS. 
Bid the lurd lark, whom tangling nets furprife, 
On foaring pinion rove the {pacious skies ; 
Bid the cag’d linnet range the leafy grove ; 
Then bid my captive heart get loofe from love. 
The fnares of death are‘o’er me. Hence; beware; 
Left thou fhould’ft fee her, and like me iia 
DIONE. 
No. - her come; and feek this vale’s recefs, . 
In all the beauteous negligence of drefs ; 
Though Cupid fend a fhaft in ev'ry glance, 
Though all the Graces in her ftep advance, 
My heart can ftand it all. Be firm, my breaft; 
Th enfnaring oath, the broken vow deteft: 
That flame, which other charms have power to moves 
O give it not the facred name of love! 
'Tis perjry,. fraud, and. meditated lies. 
‘Love's feated in the foul; and never dies. 


What 
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What then avail her charms? my conftant heart 

Shall gaze fecure, and mock a fecond dart. 

LYCIDAS. 

But thou perhaps a happier fate haft found, 

And the fame hand that gave, now heals the wound; 

Or art thou left abandon’d and forlom, | 

A wretch, like me, the {port of pride and {corn ? 
DIONE. 

‘O tell me, fhepherd, has thy faithlefs maid 

Falfe to her vow thy flatter’d hope betray’d ? 

‘Did her {mooth fpeech engage thee to believe? 

Did fhe proteft and {wear, and then deceive? 

Such are the pangs I feel! - : 
LYcIDASs. 

—— -— -—-——- The haughty fair 


Contemns my fuffrings, and difdains to hear. 
Let meaner Beauties learn’d in female {nares 

Entice the fwain with halfconfenting airs; - >... 
- Such vulgar arts ne'er aid her conqu'tiag eyes, . 
And yet where-e’er fhe turns lover fighs. © 


Vain 
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Vain is the fteady conftancy you boatt; 
All other love at fight of her is loft. | 
DIONE, — 
True conftancy no time no power can move. 
He that has known to change, ne’er knew to love. 
Though the dear author of my haplefs fame 
Purfues another; ftill my heart’s the fame. 
Am I forever left? (excuf2 thefe tears) 
May thy kind friendihip foften all my cares! 
LYFCIDAS. 
What comfort can a wretch, like me, beftow? — 
DIONE. 
He beft can pity who has felt the woe. 
LYcIDAs. 
Since diffrent paffions have our fouls poffeft, 
No rival fears our friendfhip fhall moletft. 
| DIONE. 
Come, let us leave the fhade of thefe brown hills, 
And drive our flocks befide the fteaming rills. 


Should 
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Should thy fair tyrant to thefe vales return, =z, 
How would thy breaft with double:fury burn! 

Go: hence, and feek thy peace. ee le 


SCENE IL 


LIYCIDAS DIONE. LAURA. 


LAURA 
7 Fly, fly this places 
Beware of love; the proudeft .of her race 
This way approaches: from among the pines, Oo 
Where from the fteep the winding path declines, 
1 faw the nymph defcend. . aed 
LYcIDAs.... . 
—__—___-___--—-—— She comes, fhe comes; 
From her the paffing Zephyrs.fteal perfumes, | 
As from the vi'let’s bank; with odours fweet 
Breaths ev'ry gale; {pring blooms beneath her feet. 
Yes, 
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Yes, ’tis my faireft; here fhe’s wont to rove. 
LAURA. 

Say, by. what figns I might have known thy Love? 

 LrciIivdas. 
My Love is fairer than the {nowy breaft — 
Of the tall: {wan, whofe proudly-{welling cheft 
Divides the wave; her treffes loofe behind, 
Play on her neck, and wanton in the wind ; 
The rifing bluthes, which her cheek o’er{pread, 
Are op’ning rofes in the lilly’s bed. 
Know'ft thou Parthenia? 

LAURA. 

— ———-—-——— Wretched is the flave 
Who ferves {uch pride! behold Menalcas' abel 
Yet if Mexis and this fighing fwain _ | 
With to behold the Tyrant of the plain, 
Let us behind thefe myrtle’s twining arms 
Retire unfeen ; from thence furvey her charms. 
Wild as the chaunting thrufh upon the fpray, — 
At n man’s approach fhe {wiftly flies away. | 
Nnno a Like 
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Like the young-hare, I’ve feen the panting maid: 
Stop, ai run; of ev'ry wind afraid. 
BroriD as 
And wilt thou never from-thy: vows depart ? 
Shepherd, beware-—-now fortifie thy hears [Zo Dione; 
[Lyecidas, Dione, and ‘Laura retive- bebind tbe boughs. | 


SCENE. 


P ARTHENIA LYCIDAS DIO 
NE. LAW R AA 
PARTHENSIA | 

‘This melancholy. fcene demands a.groam. 

Hah! what infcription marks the weeping Zone® — 

— O pourr of beauty! here Menalcas hes: 

Gaze not, ye fhepberds, on: Patthenta’s eyes. 

Why did.heay’n form me with. fuch polith’d:care?: 

Why caft my features. in:a.mold: fo. fair? 

If blooming beauty was.ableffing meant, _ 

Why are my fighing hours.deny’d content? The 


DIONE. aso 


The downy peach, that glows with funny dyes, 
Feeds the black fnail, and lures voracious flies; 
The juicy pear invites the feather'd kind, 

And pecking finches {coop the golden ‘tind s 

But beauty faffers mote pernicious wrongs, 
Blafted by envy, and cenforiows tongues. : 
How happy lives the nymph, whofe comely face 
And pleafing glances boat {ufficient grace 


To wound the fwain fhe loves! no jealous fears . 


Shall vex het nuptial ftate with nightly tears, 

Nor am’rous youths, to puth their foul pretence, 
Infeft hef days with dull iipertinence. 

But why talk I of love? my guarded heart 
Difowns his power, and turns afide the. dart: | 
Hark! from his hollow tomb Menalcas crys, 

Gaze not, ye [bepberds, ‘on Parthenias eyes... - - 


Come, Lycidas, thé nrournful lay -petufe, - 


Left thou, like him, Parthenia's eyes accufe. 


si fans ‘Wwe ‘thelgneboly pofture, looking on the sal 


Non 2 LYCIDAS. 
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LYCIDAS. 

— Call'd the not Lycidas%---- 1 come, my fair; 
See, gen Tous pity melts into a tear, 
And her heart foftens. Now’s the tender hour, 
Affift me, Love, exert thy fov'raign power 
To tame th’ obdurate maid. 


DIONE 
— —____- Rath {wain, be wife: 

Tis not from thee or him, from love fhe flies. 
Leave her, forget her. — EZbey bold’ Lycidas. 
EAUR A. 

—— Why this furious. hafte? 
ETCIDAS. 
Unhand me. loofe me. 
_ DIONE. 


‘Sifter, hold him. faft. .  ° 
To follow her, is, to prolong defpair. 
nen you muft not gO. 

LVCIDAS: Oo 
Bold: youth,, forbear: 


Fleas: 


DION E, 46% 
Hear me, Parthenia. | 
 PARTHENIA 


——— From behind the fhade, 
Methought a voice fome lift’ning {py betray’d. 
Yes, I'm obfew’d. | | 4 [ She TunS out. 


LYcIDAs. 
————_—_————. Stay, nymph; thy flight fufpend. 
She hears me not-—when will my forrows coat 
As over-fpent with toil, my heaving breaft 
_ Beats quick. ’Tis death alone can give me reft. 


— remains in a fixt — 


SC ENE V. 


LYcerbas. DIONE LAUR A: 
‘LAUR & 
Recall thy {catter'd fenfe, bid reafon wake, 
—— _ peli 


EF CIDA S.. 
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LYcIDAs. : 
ines Shall I never fpeak? ; 
She’s gone, fhae's gone.-~ Kind (hepherd, Jet me reft 
My troubled head upon thy friendly breaht; 
The foref feems to move--- O curfed ftate! 
I doom’d to love, and {he condemn’d to hate! 
Tell me, exis, art thou ftill the fame? 
Did not her brighter eyes put.out the fame. 
Of thy firft love? did not thy flut’ring heart, 
Whene’er fhe rais'd her look, confefs the dart . 
DIONE | 
I own the nymph j is fairet of her race, 


SRR ee pepe 


Yet I unmov’d can on this beauty gaze, 

Mindful of former promife; though my love, 
Inconftant like the bee, the meadows rove, 

And skim each beauteous flower; nor time nor place 
Shall the dear image from my breaft efface. 

Since all thy hopes are lofts let friendfhip's tye | 

Calm our diftrefs, and lighted love fupply; 


Let 
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Let us together drive our fleecy ftore, : 
And of ungrateful woman think no more. 

ErerkDas. | 


‘Tis death alone. can tafe her from my'breaft; 


LAURA a 
Why fhines: thy Love fo far above the reft » 
Nature, tis true, in ev’ty outward grace, 
Her niceft hand.employ’d’s her lovely face 


With beauteous feature ftampr; with: rofy dyes 


Warm’d her fair cheek; with lightning atm’d hereyes .. 
But if thou fearch the fecrets: of her mind, 


Where fhall: thy cheated foul: a virtue-find?. 


Sure hell with cruelty:-her breaft: fupply’d. 
How did the glory: when Ménaleas:dy'dt 
Pride in her bofom: reigns; fhte’s: falfé, fhe’s vains- 
She firft entices,, then infults the: {wain 5- : | 
Shall female cunning. lead 'thy:lreart aftray ? 
Shepherd, be ftees and: {torn for ftorn- repays. 
LY CIDAS 

How woman talks of woman! 

7 DIONE 


464. DION E.- 
DIONE a 

——_—__——_—_----—-_-—— Hence depart; - 

Let a long abfence cure thy love-fick heart. 

To fome far grove retire, her fight difclaim, 

Nor with her charms awake the dying flame. 

Let not an hour thy happy flight {ufpend ;. . 

But go not, Lycidas, without thy friend. 

Together let us feek the chearful plains, 

And lead the dance among the om alamo - 

Devoid of care. ) 
LAURA. | 

— Or elfe the groves difdain, 


Nor with the fylvan walk indulge thy pain. 
Hafte to the town; there (I have oft’ been told) 
The courtly nymph her treffes binds with gold, 
To captivate the youths; the youths appear’ 

In fine array; in ringlets waves their hair _ 
Rich with ambrofial {cents, the fair to move, 

- And all the bufinefs of the day is love. 


There 
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There from the gawdy train fele& a dame, 


Her willing glance fhall catch an equal flame. 
LYCIDAS.. : 

Name not the Court.--—- The thought my foul confounds, 

And with Dione’s wrongs my bofom’ wounds. 

Heav'n juftly vindicates the faithful maid ; 


And now are all my broken vows repaid. 


Perhaps fhe now laments my fancy’d death 
With tears unfeign’d; thinks, how my gafping breath. 
Sigh’d forth her name. O guilt, no more upbraid! 
Yes. I fond innocence and truth bettay’d. ( Afide. 

| [Dione and Laura apart. . 

DIONE — | 
Hark! how reflection wakes his. confcious. heart. 
From my pale lids the trickling forrows ftart; 
How {hall my breaft the {welling fighs confine! 
- LAURA 


O {mooth thy brow, conceal our juft defign: 
Be yet awhile unknown. If grief arife, 
And force a paffage through thy gulhing eyes, 


Ooo Quickly 
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Quickly retire, thy forrows to compofe ; 
Or with a look ferene difguife thy woes. 
| [Dione zs gotug ont. Laura walks at a. dsfiances 

LFEIDAS. | 
Canft thou, Alexis, leave me thus diftreft> — 
Where's now the boafted friendfhip of thy breaft = 
Haft thou not oft’ furvey'd the dappled deer 
In focial herds o’er-{pread the paftures fair, _ 
- When op‘ning hounds the warmer {cent putfae; 
And force the deftin'd vidim from the crew, 
Of” he returns, and fain would join the band, 
W hile all their horns the panting wretch withftand + 
Such is thy friendfhips thus might I confide. 

| DIONE. 

Why wilt thow cemfure what thou ne’er haft try’d ? 
Should fome lean wolf to feife thee fwift defcend, 
And gnawing famine wide his jaws diftend ; 
Id rufh between, the monffer to engage, 
_ And my life’s bload fhould glut his thirfty rage. 


Sooner 
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- Sooner fhall {wallows leave their callow brood, | . 
Who with their plaintive chirpings cry for food ; 
Sooner fhall hens expofe their infant care, 

When the {pread kite fails wheeling in the air, 
Than I forfake thee when by danger preft ; 
Wrong not by jealous fears a faithful breaft. 
LYcIDAS. | 

If thy fair-fpoken tongue thy bofom fhows, 

There let the fecrets of my foul repofe. 
: | DIONE. 
_ Far be f{ufpicion ; in my truth confide. 
O let my heart thy load of cares divide! 

| LYCIDAS. 

Know then, exis, that in vain I ftrove 

To break her chain, and free my foul from love; 
On the lim’d twig thus finches beat their wings, 
Still more entangled in the clammy ftrings. 

The flow-pac’d days have witnefs'd my defpair, 
Upon my weary couch fits wakeful care; 


QO002 | Down 
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Down my flufh’'d cheek the flowing forrows run, 
As dews defcend to weep the abfent _ 
O loft Parthenia! 
DIONE. 
Thefe wild — fafpend, 
And in thy kind commands infiru& thy friend. 
LYcIiDaAs. 


Whene’er my faultring tongue would urge my caufe; 


Qe ausmmeseed eee g Geen 


Deaf is her ear, and fullen fhe withdraws. — 

Go then, MWexis; feck the {cornful maid, 

In tender eloquerice my fuff'rings plead; — 

Of flighted paffion thou the pangs haft known; 
O judge my fecret anguifh by thy own! 

DIONE. , 

Had I the skill inconftant heattsto move, 
My longing foul had never loft my Love. 

My feeble tongue, in thefe foft arts untry’d, 

Can ill {upport the thunder of her pride; 

W hen fhe fhall bid me to thy bower repair, 

How fhall my trembling lips her threats declare ! 
oO | How 


DIONE, © 469 
How fhall I tell thee; that the could behold, 


- With brow ferene, thy corfe all pale and cold 


Beat on the dafhing billow ? fhould& thou exe) 
Where the tall hill o’er-hangs the rocks below, 
Near thee thy tyrant could unpitying ftand, 
Nor call thee back, nor ftretch a faving hand. 
Wilt thou then ‘till perfift to tempt thy fate, | 


To feed her pride and ‘gratifie her hate? 


LYCIDAsS. 
Know, unexperienc’d youth, that:woman’s mind” 
Oft fhifts her paffions, ‘like. th’ inconftant: wind 5 3 
Sudden fhe rages, like the troubled main, 
Now finks the ftorm, and all is calm again. 


- Watch the kind moment, then my wrongs impart, 
And: the. foft tale fhall glide into her heart. 


DIONE. 
No. Let her wander in the lonely grove, 
And never hear the tender voice of love.. 
Let her awhile, neglected by the {wain, 
Pafs by, nor fighs moleft the cheerful plain; 
7 | a Thus 
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Thus fhall the fury of her pride be laid ; 
‘ Thus humble into love the haughty maid. 
| LYCIDAS. | 
‘Vain are attempts my paflion to controul. 
Is this the balm to cure my fainting foul? 
DIONE 
‘Deep then among the green-wood fhades I'll rove, 
And feek with weary pace thy wander‘'d Love ; 
-Proftrate Tl fall, and with inceffant prayers 
‘Hang on her Knees, and bath her feet with tears; 
If fighs of pity can her ear incline, | 
(O Lycidas, my life is wrapt in thine!) [ Afiae. 
I'll charge her from thy voice to hear the tale, 
Thy voice more {weet than notes along the vale 
Breath’d from the warbling pipe: the moving ftrain 
Shall ftay her flight, and o’er her paflions gain. 
Yet if fle hear: fhould tove the meffage {peed, 
Then dies all hope ;--then mutt Dione bleed. lfe. 
LFciDaAas. | 
Hafte then, dear faithful {wain. Beneath thofe yews 
Whofe fable arms the browneft fhade diffufe, 
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Where all around, to fhun the fervent skie, 
The panting flocks in ferny thickets lye; 
There with impatience fhall I wait my friend, 
O’er the wide profped frequent glances fend 
To fpy thy with’d return. As thou fhale find 
A tender welcome, may thy Love be kind! 

[Ex. Lycidas. 


DIONE. LAU RA 
DIONE. | 

- Methinks I’m now furrounded by defpair, — 

And all my with’sing hopes are loft in air. 

Thus the young linnet on the rocking bough. 
Hears through long woods autumnal tempefts blow, 
With hollow blafts the clafhing branches bend, 

_ And yellow fhow’ss of raftking leaves defcend; 


She 
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‘She {ees the friendly fhelter from her fly, 
Nor dare her little pinions truft the sky; _. 
But on the naked {pray in wintry air, _ 
All fhiv’ring, hopelefs, mourns the dying year. 
What have I promis’d? rafh, unthinking maid! _ 
By thy own tongue thy wifhes are betray'd ! | 
{Laura advances. 
7 LAURA. 
Why walk’ft thou thus difturb’d with frantick air? 
Why roll thy eyes with madnefs and defpair ? 
DIONE. [mujfsng. 
How wilt thou bear to fee her pride give way? 
When thus the yielding nymph thall bid thee fay, 
© Let not the (hepherd feek the filent grave, | 
‘ Say, that I bid him live.—-if hope can fave. 
LAURA 
Has he difcern d thee through the {wain’s difguife, 
And now alike thy love and friendfhip flys? — 
DIONE: 
Yes. Firm and faithful to the promife made, 
Vil range each funny hill, each lawn and glade. 
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LAURA 
Wilt thou not anfwer? calm thy troubled mind. 
DIONE. 
Where fhall my fearch this happy rival find}. 
I'll go, my faithlefs fhepherd’s caufe to plead, 
- And with my tears accufe th’ ungrateful maid. 
Yet, fhould her foften’d heart to love incline! 
| LAURA 
If thofe are all thy fears; Evander's — 
| DIONE. 

Why thould we both in forrow wafte our days? 
It love unfeign’d my conftant bofom {ways) | 
His happinefs alone is all I prize, 

And that is center'd in Parthenia's eyes. 
- Hafte then, with earneft zeal her love implore, . 


7. she, we 


| To blefs his hours ;---when thou fhalt breathe no more.. 
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ACT lL SCENE I 
Dione /ying on the ground by the fide of a Fountain. 


DIONE. 


foe a ERE let me reft: and in the liquid olafs 
LESE View with impartial look my fading face. 


Why ate Parthema’s ftriking beauties priz'd? © : 


And why Dione’s weaker glance defpis’d? 
Nature in various molds has beauty caft, 
‘And form’d the feature for each different tafte: 


This fighs for golden locks and azure eyes; 


That, for the glofs of fable treffes, dyes. 

Let all mankind thefe locks, thefe eyes deteft, 

So I were lovely in Evander’s breatt! 

Ween o'er the garden’s knot we caft our view, 

While fummer a the ground with various hue; 
Some 
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Some praife the gaudy tnlip’s ftreaky ted, 

And fome the filver lilly’s bending head; 

Some the junquil in fhining yellow dreft, 

And fome the fring’d carnation’s varied vet; 

Some love ‘the fober vi'let’s purple dyes. 

Thus beauty fares in diff’rent lovers eyes. 

But bright Parthenia like the rofe appears, 


‘She in all eyes fuperior luftre bears. 


SCENE I. 
DIONE LAURA 
LAURA 


Why thus beneath the Glver willow laid, 
Weeps fair Dione in the penfive fhade? 


_ Haft chou yet found the over-arching bower, | 


Which guards Parthenia from the fultry hour? 


_ Has not her pride confirm’d the youth's defpair ? 


Or does thy paffion ftill a rival fear} 
Ppp 2 DIONE 
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6 DIONE 
DIONE. 
With weary ftep in paths unknown I ftray'd, 
And fought in vain the folitary maid. 
| LAURA 
Seeft thou the waving tops of yonder woods, 


_. Whofe aged arms imbrown the cooling floods? 


The cooling floods o’er breaking pebbles flow, 


And wath the foil from the big roots below; 


From the tall rock the dafhing waters bound. 
Hark, o’er the fields the rufhing billows found! 


- There, loft in thought, and leaning on her crook, 


Stood the fad nymph, nor rais'd her penfive look ; 

With fettled eye the bubbling waves furvey’d, 

And watch’d the whirling eddys, as they play’ ‘d. 
DIO N E. 

Thither to know my certain doom I {peed, 

For by this fentence life or death’s decreed:  [Exit. 


SCENE 
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SCENE _ IL 
LAURA CLEANTHES. 


LA U7 RA 
But fee! fome hafty ftranger bends this way 5: 
His broider’d vet reflects the funny ray: 
Now through the thinner boughis I mark his mien;. 
Now veil’d, in thicker fhades he moves unfeen.. 
Hither he turns; I hear a mutt'ring founds. 
~ Behind this rev’rend oak with ivie bound — 
Quick I'll retire; with bufy thought poffeft, 
His tongue betrays the fecrets of his breaft. © 
| [She hides ber fey. 
CLEANTHES. 
The skillful hunter with experienc’d care. 
Traces the doubles of the circling hares 
The fubtle fox (who breaths the weary hound: 
O’er hills and plains) in diftant brakes is found 
With eafe we track fwift hinds and skipping roes. 
But who th’ inconftant ways of woman Knows? 
Theyy 
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They ‘fay, fhe wanders with the fylvan train, 
And.courts the native freedoms of the plain ; 
‘Shepherds explain their wilh without offence, 
Nor bluth the nymphs ;-—for Love is innocence. 
© lead me where the rural youth retreat, — | 
Where the flope hills the warbling VOice repeat. 
Perhaps on daify’d turf reclines the maid, 
And near her fide fome rival clown is laid. 
Yet, yet I love her—O loft nymph return, 
Let not thy ire with teats inceffant mourn; | 
Return, loft nymph; bid forrow ceafe to flow, 
And let Dione glad the houfe of woe. 
— LAURA 
Calld he not loft Dione? hence (ll ftart, 
Crofs his flow fteps, and fift his op’ning heart. os se 
| CLEANTGEHUES. 
Tell me, fair nymph, dire my wandring way; 

- Where, in clofe bowers, to fun the fultry ray, 
Repofe the {wains; whofe flocks with bleating fill 
The bord'ring foreft and the thymy hill. 

But 
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But it thou frequent join thefe fylvan bands,. 
Fhy felf can anfwer what my foul demands. 
LAURA 
Seven years Itrod'thefe fields, thefe bowers; and glades, 
And by the Iefs'’ning and the length’ ning fhades 
Have mark’d- the hours; what time my flock to lead. 
To funny mountains, or the watry mead’: 
Train’d. in the labours of the fylvan crew,. 
Their {ports, retreats; their cares and loves I knew.. 
CLEANTHES. 
Inftruct me then, if late among your race; 
A ftranger nymph is found of noble grace; 
| In rural arts unskill’d, no charge fhe tends;. 
Nor when the morn and ev’ning dew defcends. 
Milks the big-udder’'d ewe.. Her mien and drefs. 
The polifh’d manners of the Court confefs.. 
LAURA 
Each day arrive the neighb’ ring nymphs and hale 
To fhare the paftime of our jovial plains ; 


How 
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How can I there thy roving beauty trace, 
Where not one nymph is bred of vulgar race? 
GO LE.ANTHES. 

If yet fhe breath, what tortures muft fhe find! 

The curfe of difobedience tears her mind, 

Ifeer your breaft with filial duty burn’d, 

If e’er you forrow’d when a parent mourn’d $ 

Tell her, I charge you, with inceffant groans 

~ Her drooping fire his abfent child bemoans. 

LAURA. 

Unhappy man! 
CLEANTHES. | 

With ftorms of paffion toft, 


When fir& he learnt his vagrant child was loft, 
On the cold floor his trembling limbs he flung, 
And with thick blows his hollow bofom rung ; 
Then up he ftarted, and with-fixt {urprife, 
Upon her picture threw his frantick eyes, 

‘While thus he cry’d. ‘ In her my life was bound, 
‘ Warm in each feature is her mother. found! 
° Perhaps 
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‘ Perhaps defpair has been her fatal guide, — 
| © And now fhe floats upon the weeping tide; 
© Or on the willow hung, with head reclin’d, 
‘ All pale and cold fhe wavers in the wind. 
‘Did I not force her hence by harfh commands: 
€ Did not her foul abhor the nuptial bands? 

| LAURA 
Teach not, ye fires, your daughtets to rebel. 
By counfel rein their wills, but ne'er compel. 
CLEANTHES. 
Ye duteous daughters, truft thefe tender guides ; 
Nor think a parent’s breaft the tyrant hides, 
-LAURA ' 
From either lid the {calding forrows roll ; 
The moving tale runs thrilling to my foul. 
CLEANTHES. 

Perhaps fhe wanders in the lonely woods, 
Or on the {edgy borders of the floods; - 
Thou knowf each cottage, foreft, hill and vale, | 
And pebbled brook that winds along the dale. 
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482: D ©FO0'N EC. 
Search each fequeftred dell. to find the fait 5 
And juft reward {bell need thy care. 
— LAURA 
O ye kind boughs prote& the virgin’s flight, 
And guard Dione from his prying Gght? fide. 
 CLEANTHES.S "| 
_ Mean while I'll feek the fhepherd’s cool abodes, 
Point me, fair nymph, ‘along thefe doubtful roads. 
LAURA 
Seeft thou yon’ mountain rear his fhagey brow? 
In the green valley graze the flocks below _ 
There ev'ry gale with warbling mufick floats, - 
Shade. anfwers fhade, and breaths alternate notes, 
 ¢ [Ex. Cleanthes. 
He’s gone; and to the diftene vales is fenr, 
Nor fhall his force Dione’s love prevent. 
But fee, fhe comes again with hafty pace, | 
And confcious pleafure dimples on hex face. -- 


ae 
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I g CEN EW. 
LAURA DIONE 


DIONE. 
I found her laid befide the cryftal brook, 
Nor rais'd fhe from the ftream her fettled: look, 


Till near her fide I food; her head fhe rears, 


Starts fudden, and her fhrieks confefs her fears. 
| LAUR &. 


_ Did not thy words her thoughtful foul furprife, 


And kindle fparkling ‘anger in her eyes x 
DIONE. 

Thus fhe reply’d, with rage and {corn poffeft. _ 

© Will importuning love ne’er give me reft? 

© Why am. I thus in defarts wild purf'd, = 

‘ Like guilty confciences witen ftain’d with blood? 

‘Sure boding tayens, from the blafted oak, 

* Shall learn the name.of Lgctdas to: croak,... . 
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484 DION-E 


‘To found it in my ears! As fwains pafs by, 

‘ With look askance, they fhake their heads and cry, 

¢ Lo! this is fhe for whom the fhepherd dy'd! 

‘Soon Lycidas, a victim to her pride, ~ 

© Shall feek the grave; and in the glimm’ring glade, . 

‘ With look all pale, fhall glide the reftlefs fhade 

“Of the poor {fwain; while we with haggard eye 

© And briftled hair the fleeting phantom fly. 

- Still let their curfes innocence upbraid : 

Heav'n never will forfake the virtuous maid. - 
LAURA 

Didf thou perfift to touch her haughty breaft? 

DIONE. 

She fill the more difdain’d, the -more I “aia 
LAURA. 

When you were gone, thefe walksa ftranger ~ 

He turn’d through ev'ry path, and wander'd loft ; 

To me he .came;. with courteous {peech demands 

Bereath what bowers reposd the fhepherd bands; _ 


Then 
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Then further asks me, if among’ that race 

A fhepherdefs was found of courtly grace; 

With proffer'd bribes my faithful tongue effays ;. 

But for no bribe the faithful tongue betrays. 

In me Dione’s fafe. Far hence he fpeeds,. 

Where other hills refound with other reeds, 
DIONE : 

Should he come back; Sufpicion’s jealous eyes 

Might trace my feature through the fwain’s difguife. 

Now ev'ry noife and whiftling wind I dread, 

And in each found approaches human tread.- 
LAURA 

_ He faid, he left your houfe involv'd in cares, | 

Sighs {well’d each breaft, each eye o’erflow'd with tears ; 

~ For his loft child thy penfive father mourns, | 

And funk in forrow to the duft returns. | 

Go back, obedient daughter; hence depart,. 

And ftill the fighs that tear his anxious heart. 

Soon fhall Evander: weatied with difdain, | 

Forgo thefe fields, and feek the town again... 

, DIONE, 


486 RP FON E. 
| +) PIONE | ) 
Think, Laura, what thy hafty thoughts psd 
If I return, to Love,a vidtim made, | 
My wrathful Sire will force his harfh command, 
And with Gleanthes j join my trembling nant 
LAURA. 

Yet the kind parent foft perfuafion trys, 
And what his power compells noe, may advife. 

_ DIONE. 
On the high nuptials af the Court look rounds 
Where fhall, alas, one happy pair be found! 
There, marriage is for fervile int’reft fought: 
Is love for wealth or power or title bought? 
. Fis hence domeftick jars their peace deftroy, 
And loofe adult’ry fteals the fhameful joy. - 
But fearch we wide o’er all the blifsful plains, 
Where love alone, devoid of int’reft, reigns. — 
What concord in each happy pair appears! 
How fondnefs ftrengthens with the. rolling years ! 


@ 
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Superiour power ne'er thwarts their foft delights, 
Nor jealous accufations wake their nights, 
LAURA. 
— all thofe a on Dione fall. 
| DIONE 
Grant me Evander, and ft fhare them: all. 
Shall a fond father give petpetual ftrife, 
And doom his child to be wretch for life? 
Though he bequeath’d me all thefe woods and plains, 
And all the flocks the rtffet down contains; 
With all the golden harvefts of the year, 
Far as where yonder purple mountains rear ; 
Can ‘thefe the broils of nuptial life prevent? 
Can thefe, without Evander, give content ¥ 
But fee, he comes. _—a 
“ | LAURA. 
tenner FI] to the vales repair, 
Where wanders by the ffream my fleecy care. 
Mayft, thou the rage df this new flame controul,. . 
And wake Dione in his tender foul ! ; [Ex. Laura 
ey S SCENE 


488 DIONE 
SCGENE V.. 
DIONE LIYcIDAS 
LYcCIDAS. 

Say, my Alexis, can thy words impart 
Kind rays of hope to cheer a doubtful heart? 
How didft thou firft my pangs of love difclofe: | 
Did her difdainful brow confirm my woes? | 
Or did foft pity in her bofom rife, | | 
Heave on her breaft, and languifh in her eyes? 
«= DIONE 
_ How fhall my tongue the fault’ring tale explain! 
My heart drops blood to give the fhepherd pain. 
| LYCIDAS. 
Pronounce her utmoft {corn; I come prepar'd 
To meet my doom. Say, is my death declar'd> . 
: DION E. 

Why fhould thy fate depend on. woman's will? | 
Forget this tyrant, and be happy ftill. - | 

| LYCID AS. 
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LYCIDAS. ee 
Didft thou befeech her not to {peed het flight, 
Nor fhun with wrathful glance my hated fight? 
Will fhe confent my fighing plaint to hear, - 
Nor let vs piercing crys be loft in air? 

| DIONE. _— 
Can mariners appeafe the tofling ftorm, 
- When foaming waves the yawning deep deform? __ 
When o’er the fable cloud the thunder flies, 
Say, who fhall calm the terror of the skies? 
Who fhall the lion’s famifh’d roar affwage? 
And can we ftill proud woman’s ftronger rage? 
Soon as my faithful tongue pronounc’d thy name, 
Sudden her glances fhot refentful flame: 
Be dumb, fhe crys, this whining love give o’er, 
And vex me with th’ ungrateful theme no more. 
LYciDAas. a 

‘Tis pride alone that keeps alive her {corn. 
Can the mean {wain in humble cottage born, 
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- Can Poverty that haughty heart obtain, 
W here, avarice and ftrong ambition reign,t 
If Povesty. pafs by in, tatter’d, coat, 
Curs vex his heels and: ftretch their barking, throat 
If chance he mingle in the female. croud,, 
Pride toffes high her head, S¢orn, laughs aloud ; 
Each nymph tusns from, hig to her gay gallant, 
And wonders at the impudence of Want. 
‘Tis vanity that rules, all, woman-kind, 
Love is the weakeft paffion of their mind. 
| DRIQMNGE, 
Though ope is, by thofe fervile views poffes, 
O Lyridas, condemn, not all the reft. 
LYCED AS. 
Though I, were bent beneath, a load of years, 
And feventy winters thin’d my hoary baits, 
Yet if my olive branches, dropt with oil, 
And crooked, {hares werw brighten’d,ia: ary {ou 
Tf lowing herds. my fat'ning meads pofleft, 
And my white fleece the tawny mountain dreft; 
Then 


DIONE. 4gt 
‘Then would fhe lure me with love-darting glance, 
And with fond mercenaty {miles advance. | 
Though hell with ev'ry vice my foul had ftain’d, ; 
And frowatd anger in my bofom reign’d, 
Though avarice my coffets ‘cloath’d in ruft, 
And my joints trembled. with énfeebled lutts 
Yet were my ancient name with titles great, 
How would fhe languifh for the gawdy bait! 
Ifto her love all-tempting wealth pretend, 
What virtuous woman can her heart defend ! 
DIONE 
Conquefts, thus meanly bought, men foon defpife, 
And juftly flight the mercenary prize. 
LYCIDAS. 
I know thefe frailties in her breaft refide,. 
-Dire@ her glance and ¢v'ry adtion guide. 
- Still let Alexis’ faithful friendthip aid, 
Once more attémpt to bend the ftubborn maid. 
Tell her, no bafe-born {wain’ ptovokes her {corn, 
No clown, beneath the fedgy cotrage bora; 
| - Rer2a . Tell 
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Tell i for her this fylvan drefs I-took;. 

For her my name and pomp of Gourts forfook ; | 

My lofty roofs with golden {culpture. fhine, - 

And my high birth defcends from ancient line. -. 
DIONE. | 

Love is a facred voluntary fire, - 

Gold never bought that pure, that chaft dies 

Who thinks true love for lucre to poffefs, 

Shall grafp falfe flat’'ry and the feign’d carefs ; 

Can we believe that mean, that fervile wife, . 

Who vilely fells her dear-bought love for life, 

Would not her virtue for an hour refign, 

If in her fight the proffer’d treafure fhine. 
LYCIDAS. | 

Can reafon (when by winds {wift fires are born 

| O'er waving harvefts of autumnal corn) - 

The driving fury of the flame reprove ? 

Who then fhall reafon with a heart in love! 

DIONE. 
Yet let me {peak » O may my \ words idle 
The noble youth to quit this fylvan maid! 


DD LOLN E. 
Refign thy crook, no more to plains refort, 
- Look. round on all the beauties of the Court; 
There fhall thy merit find a worthy flame, 
Some nymph of equal wealth and equal name. 
Think, if thefe offers fhould thy with obtain, 
And fhould the ruftick beauty ftoop to gain; 


Thy heart could ne'er prolong th’ unequalfire, 


The fudden blaze would in one year expire 5 
Then thy rafh folly thou too late fhalt chide, 
‘To Poverty and bafe-born blood _ally’d 


Her vulgar tongue fhall animate the ftrife,, “7, | 


And hourly difcord vex thy future Kfe. 
LY CIDAS. 
Such is the force thy faithful words impart, 


That like the galling goad they pierce my heart! 


Thou think’ft fair virtue in my breaft refides, 
That honeft truth my lips and actions guides ; 


Deluded, {hepherd, couldft thou view my foul, 
Thou'dftt fee it with deceit and treach’ry foul; . 
I’m bafe, perfidious. E’er from Court I came, 


Loye fingled from the train a beauteous dame; 
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The tender maid my fervent.vows believ’d, = * . 

My fervent vows the tender maid deceiv'd.:._ 

Why doft thou tremble t-— why thus heave thy fighs? 
Why fteal the filent forrows from chy eyes? » 

) DION &. | 

Sure the {oft lamb hides ‘rage within his breaft, 
And cooing turtles ate with hate poffeft; - 

When from fo {weet a tongue flow fraud and lies, 
And thofe meek looks a perjur’d heart difpuife. 

Ah! who fhall now on faithle(S man depend? - 

The treach’raus lover proves as falfe a friend. 
LYcIDAs. 

When with Dione’s lovemy bofom clow'd, 

Firm conftancy and truth fincere I vow'd; 

But fince Pagrthenia's brighter charms were known, 
My love, my conftancy and truth are flown. 

| DIOWE. 7 

Are not thy hours with confcious anguifh ftung> — 
Swift vengeance muft o’ertake the perjur'd tongue. — | 


‘The 
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The Gods the caufe of injus’d love affert, : 
And arm, with abborn pride Parthessa's heatt. 

LYrcIiDaAas. | 
Go, try her t tempt her with my birth end ftate, 
Stronger ambition will faubdue her hate. ) 
DIONE. 
O rather turn thy thoughts on that loft maid, 
Whofe hourly fighs thy faithlefS oath upbraid! 
Think thou behold’ft her at the dead of night, 
Plac'd by the ghimmt'ring’ taper’s. paly Lighe, 
With all thy letters fpread before her view: 
While trickling tears the tender lines bedew; 
Sobbing fhe ready the perjrys o’er and o'er, 
And: her long nights. know peaceful fleep no more, 
LYCBDAS. | 
Let me forget her. 
Bons 

~—.© falfe youth, relent; 
Think thostd Partbenia to ~ Hepes aaron | 


“When 
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When Hymen joins yout hands, and mufick’s voice. : 
Makes the glad ecchoes of thy domes rejoyce, 
Then hall Dione force the crouded hall, 
Kneel at thy feet and loud for juftice call:. 
Could’ft thou behold: her weltring on the ground, 
The purple dagger reeking from the wound? 
Could’ft thou unmov’'d this dreadful, fight furvey ? 7 
“Such fatal {cenes fhall {tain thy bridal ron 
LYCIDAS.. = 
The horrid thought finks deep into my foul, 
And down my cheek unwilling forrows roll.. 
| DIONE | 
From this new flame thou may’ft as yet onde 
Or haft thou doom’ d that guilelefs maid fhall bleed? 
LYcIDAs. | 
Name her no more.----Hafte, feek the fylvan Fair. 
| DIONE. 
Should the rich proffer tempt her lift’ning ear, 
Bid all thy peace adieu. CO barb'rous youth, 
Canft thou forgo thy honour, love and truth? 
| Yet 
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“Yet fhould Parthenia wealth and title flight, 
Would juftice then reftore Dione’s right? 
Would’ thou then dry her ever-falling tears ; 


- And blefs with love and joy thy future years? 


LYCIDAS. . 
Pil j in yon’ fhade thy wifh’d return attend ; 
Come, quickly — and cheer thy fighing friend. 


[Ex. Lycidas.’ 


DIONE. 


- Should her proud foul refift the tempting bait, 


Should fhe contemn his proffer'd wealth and ftate; 
Then I once more his perjur’d heart may move, j 
And in his bofom wake the dying love. 

As the pale wretch involv'd in doubts and fears, 
All trembling in the judgment-hall appears ; 

So fhall I ftand before Parthenia’s eyes, _ 

For as fhe dooms, Dione lives or dies. 


§ 
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ACT IV. SCENE 1 
LYCIDAS. PARTHE NIA aftep i in a bower. 


LYCIDAS. 


19 AY no rude wind the ruftling branches move; 


«éB ve Breathe foft, ye filent gales, nor wake my Love. 
Ye fhepherds, piping homeward on the way, 
Let not the diftant ecchoes learn your lay ; 
Strain not, ye nightingales, your warbling throat, 
May no loud fhake prolong the fhriller note, 
Left fhe awake; O fleep, fecure her eyes, 
That I may gaze; for if fhe wake, fhe flies. 
While eafy dreams compofe her peaceful foul, 
What anxious cares within my bofom roll! 
 Tftir'd with fighs beneath the beech I lye, 
And languid flumber clofe my weeping eye, 

: 5 Her 
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Her lovely vifion rifes to my view, 
Swift flys the nymph, and {wift would I purfue; 
I ftrive to call, my tongue has loft its found; 
- Like rooted oaks, my feet benumm’d are bound; 
Struggling I wake. Again my forrows flow, 
And not one flatt’ring dream deludes my woe. 
What innocence! how meek is ev'ry grace! 
How {weet the {mile that dimples on her face, 
Calm as the fleeping feas! but fhould my fighs 
Too rudely breathe, what angry ftorms would rife! _ 
Though the -fair sole with beauteous blufh is crown'd, 
Beneath her fragrant leayes the thorn és found ; 
The peach, that with anyxing crimfon blooms, 
Deep at the heart the cank’sing moc confumes 5 
‘Tis thus, alas! thofe lovely features hide 
Difdain and anger and eefentéul pride. 
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SCENE OI 


LYCIDAS. DIONE. PARTHE. 
NIA. 


LYcIDAS. 

Has proffer'd greatnefs yet o’ercome her hate ? 
And does fhe languifh for the glitt’ring bait? 
Againft the fwain fhe might her pride fupport. 
Can fhe fubdue her fex, and {corn a Court? 
_ Perhaps in dreams the fhining vifion charms, 
And the rich bracelet {parkles on her arms ; 
In fancy’d heaps the golden treafure glows: 
Parthenia, wake; all this thy fwain beftows. 

DIONE. 
Sleeps fhe in thefe clofe bowers? 

oe LYCIDAS. 

—_——__—____—-—-—— Lo! there fhe lies. 

DIONE | 
O may no ftartling found unfeal her eyes, 

And. 


© A 


DION E. BOI 
And drive her hence.away. *Till now, in vain 
Itrod the winding wood and weary plain; 


Ign'rant as yet what grandeur courts her {corn, - 


She thinks thee train’d in fields, and vulgar-born. 

Hence, Lycidas ; beyond thofe fhades repofe, 

While I thy fortune and thy birth difclofe. 
LYCIDAS. | 

May kind fuccefs upon the meffage wait. 

| DIONE. 
O rather think on loft Dione « fatet | 
Mutt fhe thy broken faith for-ever mais 


wd 


And will that jufter paffion ne'er return? 
LYCIDAS. 
I'll hear no more: go then, her flumbers'chafe, 
And in her view the — temptation place. 
on Lycidas. 
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SCENE IIL 


DIONE. PARTHENIA 
DIONE. | 

Now flames the weftern skie -wit!, den beams, 
And the ray kindles on the quiv'iing itrears ; 
Long flights of crows, high-croaking from their food, 
Now {eek the nightly covert of the wood; 
The tender grafs with dewy oryftal bends, 
And gath’ring:vapour fram the heath efcends. 
Shake off this downy. reft; wake, gentle maid, 
Truft not thy charms heneath the noxious fhade. 
Parthenia, site. Wes # , oe 
PART al EN] MM 
What voice alarms my ear? 
Away. Seiaeiah not. Hah! Alexis there! 
Let us together to the vales defcend, 
And to the folds our bleating charge attend ; 
But let me hear no more that fhepherd’s name, 
Vex not my quiet with his hateful fame. 


DION E. 
DIONE. 
Can I behold him gafping on the ground, 
Nor feek a ‘healing herb to ftanch the wound: 
For thee continual fighs confume his heart, 
‘Tis thou alone canft cure the bleeding {mart. 


Once more I come the moving canfe to plead, 


If ftill his fuf€’rings cannot intercede, 

Yet let my friendfhip do his paffion right, 

And fhow thy lover in his native light. 
PARTHENIA 


Why in dark myft’ry are thy words involy'd? — 


If Lycidas you mean; know, I'm refolv’d. 
DIONE 
Let not thy kindling rage my words reftrain. 


Know then; Parthenia flights no vulgar fwain. . 


For thee he bears the fcrip and fylvan crook, . 
For thee the glories of 2 Court forfook. . 


May not thy heart the wealthy flame decline, -. 


His honours, his poffeffions, all are thine. . 


PARTHENIA 
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 PARTHENIA 
If he’s a Courtier, O ye Nymphs, beware; 
Thofe who moft promife are the leaft fincere. 
The quick-ey’d hawk fhoots headlong from above, 
And in his pounces bears the trembling dove; 
The pilf'ring wolf o’er-leaps the fold’s defence. _ 
But the falfe Courtier preys on innocence. 
If he’s a Courtier; O ye Nymphs, beware: 
Thofe who moft .promife are the leaft fincete. 
DIONE 

Alas! thou ne'er haft prov’d the {weets of State, 
Nor known that female pleafure, to be great. 
‘Tis for the town ripe clufters load the poles, 
And all our Autumn crowns the Courtier’s bowles: 
For him our woods the red-ey'd pheafant breed, 
And annual coveys in our harvelt feed ; 
For him with fruit the bending branch is ftord, _ 
Plenty pours ail her bleflings on his-board. 
If (when the matket:to the city:calls) 
We chance to pafs befide his -palace walls, 

| ~~ ‘Does 
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Does not his hall with mufick’s voice refound, 
And. the floor tremble with the dancer’s bound? — 


Such are the pleafures Lycidas {hall give, 


When thy relenting bofom bids him live. 
PARTHENIA. 
See yon gay goldfinch hop from {pray to {pray, 
Who {ings a farewell to the parting days 


At large he flies o'er hill and dale and down ; 


Is not each bufh, each fpreading tree his own? 
And canft thou think he'll quit his native brier, 
For the bright cage o’er-arch’d with golden wire? 
~ What then are honours, pomp and gold to me? 
Are thofe a price to purchafe liberty ! 

DIONE. 
Think, when the Hymeneal torch {hall blaze, 
And on the folemn rites the virgins gaze 5 
When thy fair locks with glitt’ring gems are gracd, 
And the bright zone fhall {parkle round thy wafte, 
How will their hearts with envious forrow pine, 
When Lycidas fall join his hand to thine! 

Tre PARTHE 
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PARTHE NIA. 

And yet, Alexis, all that pomp and fhow 
Is oft’ the varnifh of internal woe. 
When the chaft lamb is from her fifters led, 
‘And interwoven garlands paint her heads 
‘The gazing flock, all envious of her pride, 
Behold her skipping by the Prieftefs’ fide; 
Each hopes the flow’ry wreath with longing eyes ;- 
While fhe, alas! is led to facrifice! 
Thus walks the bride in all her ftate array’d, 

The gaze and envy of each thoughtlefs maid. 
; DIONE. 

As yet her tongue refifts the tempting {nare, 
_ And guards my panting bofom from defpair. [Afide: 
Can thy ftrong foul this noble flame forgo: 
Mutt fuch a lover wafte his life in woe? 
a PARTHENIA 
Tell him, his gifts I fcorn; not all his art, 
~ Not all his flat’ry fhall feduce my heart. 


Courtiers 
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‘Courtiers, I know, are difciplin’d to cheat, 
Their infant lips are taught to lifp deceit ; 
To prey on eafy nymphs they range the fhade, 
And vainly boaft of innocence betray'd ; 
Chaft hearts, unlearn’d in falfehood, they affail, 
And think our ear will drink the grateful tale: 
No. Lycidas fhall ne'er my peace deftroy, 
Y'll guard my virtue, and content enjoy. 

DIONE. 

So ftrong a paffion in my bofom burns, 
_ Whene’er his foul is griev'd, Alexis mourns! 
-Canft thou this importuning ardor blame? 
Would not thy tongue for friendfhip urge the fame? 

PARTHENIA 
Yes, blooming fwain. Thou fhow’ft an honeft mind ; 
 Tfee it, with the pureft flame refin’d. 
Who fhall compare love’s mean and grofs defire 
To the chaft zeal of friendfhip’s facred fire? 
By whining love our weaknefs is confeft ; 
But ftronger friendfhip {hows a virtuous breaft. 

Tt t2 _ In 
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In Folly’s heart the fhort-liv’'d blaze may glow, 

Wifdom alone can purer friendfhip know. 

Love is a fudden blaze which foon decays, 

Friend{hip is like the fun’s eternal rays ; 

Not daily benefits exhauft the flame, 

Tp fill is giving, and ftill burns the fame; 

And could Alexis from his foul remove - 

All the low images of groffer love; | 

Such mild, fuch gentle looks thy heart: declare,. 

Fain would my breaft thy faithful friendfhip. thare. 
DIONE. 

How dar'ft thou in the diff’rent fex confide? 


And feek a. friendfhip which thow ne’er haft try’d® 


PARTHEWNI A. 
Yes, Ito thee could. give up.all.my heart. 
From thy chaft. eye no wanton. glances dart;: 
Thy modeft lips convey.no thought impure, 
With.thee may ftricteft: virtue walk, fecure:. 

D L-O-N- EB 

Yet can: Pfafely.on.the nymph. depend}. 
Whoft: unrelenting {corn: cam kill my, friend!” 
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PARTHENIA 
Accufe me not, who act a generous parts 
Had I, like city maids, a fraudful heart, 
Then had his proffers taught my foul to feign, - 
_ Then had I vilely ftoopt to fordid gain, 
Then had I figh’d for honours, pomp and gold,.. 
And for unhappy chains my freedom fold. 
If thou would'ft.fave him, bid him leave .the oo 
And to his native city turn again: _ 
There, fhall his paflion find a ready cure, 
There, not one dame refifts. the glitt’ring, lure. 
«DIONE 
All this I frequent ure’d, but ure’d in vain . 
Alas! thou only canft affwage his pain! — 
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DIONE. PARTHENIA LICH 
: DAS, [hi ftening. 
LYCIDAS. — | 
Why ftays Alexis?.can my bofom bear 
Thus long th’ alternate ftorm of hope and fear? 
Yonder they walk; no frowns her brow difguife, 
But love confenting {parkles in her eyes 5 
Here will I liften, here, impatient wait. 
Spare me, Parthenia, and refign thy hate. | Afide. 
PARTHENIA 
When Lycidas thall to the Court repair, 
Still let Alexis love his fleecy care ; 
Still let him chufe cool grots and fylvan bowers, 
And let Parthenia {hare his peaceful hours. 
 LYCIDASs. 
What do I hear? my friendfhip is betray’d ; 
The treach'rous rival has feduc’d the maid.  [Afide. 
; PARTEH E- 
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PARTHENI 4A | 

With thee, where bearded goats defcend the fteep, 
Or where, like winter's {now, the nibbling fheep 


-~Cloath the flope hills; lll pafs the cheerful day, 


And from thy reed my voice fhall catch the lay. 
But fee, ftill Ev’ning f{preads her dusky wings, 
The flocks, flow-moving from the mifty fprings, - 
Now feek their fold. Come, fhepherd, let’s away, - 
To clofe the lateft labours of the day. 

 [Exeum band in hand. 


SCENE WV. 


LYCIDASs. 


My troubled heart what dire difafters rend! 


A fcornful miftrefs, and a treach’rous friend! © 

Would ye be cozen’d, more than woman can; 

Unlock your bofom to perfidious man. ' 

One faithful woman have thefe eyes beheld, 

And againft her this perjur'd heart rebell'd: 
But 
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But fearch as ‘far as earth’s wide bounds extend, 
Where fhall the wretched find one faithful friend? 


SCENE VL 
LYCIDAS. DIONE. 


LYCIDAS. 
Why ftatts the {wain? why turn ‘his eyes away, 
As if amidft his path the viper Jay? 
Did I not to thy charge my heart confide ? 
Did I not truft thee near ee fide, 
As here fhe flept } 

DIONE. 
She ftrait my call obey'd, 

And downy flumber left the lovely maid; 
As in the morn awakes the folded rofe, 
And all around her bieathiag odour throws ; 
So wak’d Parthenia. : 


LYCIDAS 
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LYCIDAS. 

Could thy guarded heart, 

When her full beauty glow’d, put by the dart: 

‘Yet on Alexis let my foul depend. | 


Tis moft ungen'rous to fufpec& a friend. 
- And thou, I hope, haft well that name profeft. 
DIONE. 7 


- Ocould thy piercing eye difcern my breaft! 


Could’ft thou the fecrets of my bofom fee, 
There ev'ry thought is filld with cares for thee. 
- LYCIDAS. a 
Is there, againft hypocrifie, aa | 
Who cloaths her words and looks with ennui | 
[Afide. 

Say, fhepherd, when you oroffer'd wealth and ftate, 
Did not her fcorn and. f{uppled pride abate? 

| DIONE. 
As {parkling dimonds to the feather’d train, 
Who {crape the winnow’d chaff in. fearch of grain; 


Uua Such 
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Such to the fhepherdefs the Court appears: 
Content fhe feeks, and fpurns thofe glitt’ring cares: 
LYCIDAS. — 

’Tis not in woman grandeur to defpife, 
Tis not from Courts, from me alone fhe flies. 
Did not my paffion fuffer like difgrace, 
While fhe believ’d me.born of {ylvan race? 
Doft thou not think,- this proudeft of her kirid 
Has to fome rival {wain her heart refign’d > — 

DIONE. 
No rival fhepherd her difdain can move; 
Her frozen bofom is averfe ta love. 
——- . LYCciDas. 
Say, art thou fure, that this ungrateful fair 
scorns all alike, bids alf alike defpair> 

DIO WE. 
How can I know the fecrets of her heart! 
LYecIiDAs. 

Anfwer fincere, nor from. me queftion fart, 


Say, 


DIO N A, 515 
Say, in her glance was never love confeft, 
And is no {waia diftinguifh’d from the ref? 
-_DIOWE. 
O Tycidas, bid all thy troubles ceafe; 
Let not a thought on her difturb thy peace. 
_ May juftice bid thy former paflion wake; 
Think how Dione fuffers for thy fake: 
Let not a broken oath thy honour ftain, 
Recall thy vows, and feek the town again. 
_LYCIDAs. 
What means Alexis? where's thy friendfhip flown? 
Why am I banifh’d to the hateful town? 
Has fome new fhepherd warm’d Parthenia’s brea: 
And does my love her am’rous hours moleft? 
Is it for this thou bid’ft me quit the plain > 
_ Yes, yes, thou fondly lov’ft this rival {wain. 
When firft my cheated foul thy frendfhip woo’d, 
To my warm heart I took the 7 raus brood. 
O falfe Alexis! : 
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| DIONE... 
—— ——_ 2 Why am I accus'd? 
Thy jealous mind is by weak fears abus'd. © 
LYCIDAS. | 
Was not thy bofom fraught with falfe defign ? 
Didft thou not plead his caufe, and give up mime: 
Let not thy tongue evafive anfwer feek ; 
The confcious crimfon rifes on thy cheek : 
Thy coward confcience, by thy guile difmaid, 
Shakes in each joint, and owns that I'm betray’d.. 
| DIONE 
How = poor heart is wrong’d:! O fpare thy friend !: 
LYCIrD AS. 
seek not detected falfehood to defend: 
i DIONE. ae 
Beware; left blind fufpicion rafhly blame. 
EFCIDAS 
_ Own thy felf then the rival of my flame.. 
If this. be fhe for whom exis pin’d, | 
She now no more is to thy vows. unkind: 


ro 
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Behind the thicket’s twifted verdure laid, 
I witnefs'd evry tender thing fhe faid; 
I {aw bright pleafure kindle in her eyes, - 

Love warm’d each feature at thy foft replys. 
DIONE. 
Yet hear me fpeak. ee 

LYCIDAS. .. | 
7 —-— In vain is all defence. “| 
Did not thy treach’rous hand condu& her hence >- 
Hafte, from my fight. Rage burns in ev’ry veins 
Never approach my juft revenge again. 

DIONE. 
O fearch my heart; there injurd truth thou’lt find. — 
LYCIDAS. 
Talk not of Truth; long fince fhe left mankind.. 
So {mooth a tongue!. and yet fo falfe a heart! - 


Sure. Courts firtt taught thee fawning friendthip’ Sart! 
No. Thou art falfe by nature.. 

DIONE... 
schaasitiinineiinibecsisicnemininimmaicm Litt Te Cleats 
is heavy charge,, and a my truft. fincere.. 
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LYrceiDdDAas. 
Boaft then her favours s fay, what happy hout 
Next calls to meet her in th’ appointed bower: Y 
Say, when and where you met. he 
DIGQN &.. 
Be rage {uppreft, | 


In ftabbing mine, you wound Parthema's breaft. 
She faid, fhe ftill defy’d Love's keene dat; — 
Yet purer friendfhip might divide her heart, 
Friendthip’s fincerer bands fhe wifh’d to prove, 

| LYCIDAS. 
A woman’s friendfhip ever ends in love. 
Think not thefe foolifh tales my faith command; 
Did not I fee thee prefs her {nowy hand? 
O may her paffion like thy friendfhip laft! 
May the betray thee e’er a day be paft! 
Hence then. Away. Thou’rt hateful to my fight, 
And thus I {purn the fawning hypocrite. 
a [Ex. Lycidas. 
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SCENE VIL. 


| DIONE: 
Was ever grief like mine! O wretched maid! 
My friendfhip wrong’d! my conftant love betray'd ! 
Misfortune haunts my fteps where-e’er I go, 
And all my days are over-caft with woe. 
Long have I ftrove th’ encreafing load to bear, 
Now faints my foul, and finks into defpair. 
O lead me to the hanging mountain's cell; | 
In whofe brown cliffs the fowls of darknefs dwell; — 
Where waters, trickling down the rifted wall, . 
Shall lull my forrows with the tinkling fall. — 
There, feck thy grave. How canft thou bear the light, 
W hen banifh'd ever from Evander's ight! 
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SCENE VII. 


DIONE. : LAURA 

LAURA | 
W hy hangs a cloud of grief upon thy brows? 
Does the proud nymph accept Evander’ S VOWS: 

- DIONE. a 
Can I bear life with thefe new pangs opprett: o 4 
Again he tears me from his faithlefs breaft : ; 
A perjur’d Lover firft he fought thefe plains, = : ) 
And now my friendfhip like my love difdains | 
As I new .offers to Parthenia made, — 
Conceal'd he ftood behind the woodbine fhade. 
He fays, my treach’rous tongue his heart betray’d, 
That my falfe {peeches have mif-led the maid 
‘With groundlefs fear he thus his foul deceives; 
What frenzy dictates, jealoufy believes. 
L A UR A. 

adi thy crook, put off this manly veft, 
And let the wrong’d Djone ftand confeft; 
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When he fhall learn what forrows thou haft born ; 
And find that nought relents Parthenia's (corn, 7 
Sure he will pity thee. >> 

“DIONE, 
———_—-—+-—— No, ‘Laura: no. 2 
- Should I, alas! the fylvan drefs forgo, °’ 
Then might he think that I her pride foment, __ 
That injur’d love inftruéts me to refent; 


Gunes 


Our fecret enterprize might fatal prove: 

Man apt the plague of perfecuting love. . 
LAURA’ 

Avoid Parthenia; left his rage grow warm, : 

And jealoufic tefolve fome fatal harm. - 

DIONE, 

O Laura, if thou chance the youth to find, 

Tell him what torments vex my anxious mind; 

Should I once more his awful prefence feek, 

The filent tears would bathe my glowing cheek ; 

By rifing fighs my fault’ring voice be ftay’d, 

And trembling fear too foon confefs the maid. 

Xxx Hafte 
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Hafte, Laura, then; his vengeful foul afiwage, 

Tell him, ’m guiltlefs; cool his blinded rage; 
- Tell him that truth fincere my friendfhip brought, 
Let him not cherifh one fufpicious thought. 
Then to convince him, his diftruft was vain, 
Til never, never fee that nymph again. - 
This way he went. 

LAURA 
——________ See, at the call of night, | 
The ftar of ev'ning theds his filver light 
High o’er yon weftern, hill: the cooling gales 
Frefh odours breathe along the winding dales; — 
Far from their home as yet our ‘fhepherds firay, 
To clofe with cheerfut walk the fultry day. 
Methinks from far I hear the piping fwain; | | 
Hark, in the breeze now fwells, now Gnks the ftrain! 
Thither Pll feek him. 
DIONE. 
—___—_—--———— While. this length of glade 
Shall lead me penftve through the fable fhade ; 
Where 
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Where on the branches murmur rufhing winds, 
Grateful as falling floods to love-fick minds. 
O may this path to Death’s dark vale defcend! — 
There only, can the wretched hope a friend. 
Oo [Ex. feverally. 
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ACT Vv. SCENE l 
. A Wood 


DIONE. CLEANTHES, (who hes 
wounded in a diftant part of the ° fase) 


= DIONE. 


ape LE Moon ferene now climbs th’ acrial _ 
r1SK See, at her fight ten thoufand: ftars decay: 
With trembling gleam fhe tips the filent grove, 
While all beneath the checquer'd fhadows move. 
Turn back thy filver axles, downward roll, 
Darknefs beft. fits the horrors of my foul. | 
Rife, rife, ye clouds; the face of heav’n deform, 
Veil the bright Goddefs-in a fable ftorm: 

O look not down upon a wretched maid! 


Let thy bright torch the happy lover aid, 


SvrsrvsvescvesreTey jeans evusuvecvusy 
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And light his wandring footfteps to the bower, 
Where the kind nymph attends th’ appointed hour. 


_ Yet thouhaft feen unhappy love, like mine; 


Did not thy lamp in Heav'n's blue forehead fhine, 


When Thishe fought her Love along the glade? 
_Didft thou not then behold the gleaming blade, | 


And gild the fatal point that {tabb’d her breaft >.- 
Soon _I, like her, fhall feek the realms of reft.- 


- Let groves of mournful yew this wretch furround! 
O footh my ear with melancholy found! © 


The village curs. now ftretch their yelling throat, 

And dogs from diftant cotts return the note ; 

The rav’nous wolf along the. valley prowls, 

And with his famifh’d crys the mountain howls.. 

But hark! what fudden noife advances: near?» 

Repeated groans alarm my frighted ean! > 
 CLEANTHES | 

Shepherd, appraach s ah! fly not: through the. gldes 

A wretch all dy’d with wounds invokes thy. aid... 
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DIONE. 


_ Say then, unhappy ftranger, how you bled ; 


Collect thy fpirits, raife thy drooping head. 
[Cleanthes raifes himfelf on bis arm. 
O horrid fight! Cleanthes gafping liess | 
And Death’s black fhadows float before his eyes. 
Unknown in this difguife, I'll check my woe, 
And learn what sais a hand has ftruck the blow. 
[ Afide. 
Say, youth, eer Fate thy feeble voice confounds, 
What led thee hither? whence thefe purple wounds? 
CLE ANTHES. 
Stay, fleeting life; may ftrength a-while prevail, 


"Left my clos’d lips confine th’ imperfect. tale. 


E’er the ftreak’d Eaft grew warm with amber ray, 


I from the city took my doubtful way, 
_ Far o’er the plains I fought a beauteous maid, 


Who from the Court, in thefe wide forefts ftray'd, 
W anders unknown; as I, with weary pain, 
Try'd ev'ry path, and op’ning glade in vain 
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A band of thieves, forth-rufhing from the wood, 
Unfheath’d their daggers warm with daily blood; 
_ Deep in my breaft the barb’rous fteel is dy’d, 
And purple hands the golden prey divide. 
Hence are thefe mangling wounds. Say, gentle fwain, 
If thou haft known among the fylvan train 
The vagrant nymph I feek? 
DIONE. 
+. What mov'd thy care, 
Thus, in thefe pathlefs wilds to fearch the fait? 
CLEANTHES. 
I charge you, O ye daughters of the grove, 
Ye Naiads, who the moffy fountains love, 
Ye happy fwains, who range the paftures wide, 
Ye tender nymphs, who feed your flocks befides - 
If my laft gafping breath can pity move, 
If. cer ye knew the pangs of flighted love, 
Show her, I charge you, where Cleanthes dy'd; 
The grafs- yet recking with the fanguine tide. 
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A father’s power to me the virgin gave, | 
- But fhe difdain’d to live a nuptial flaves’ 
So fled her.native home. 

DIONE. 
++. ’Tis then from thee .. 


Springs: the. foul fource of all her mifery.” 
Could’f thou, thy felfifh appetite to pleafe, 
Condemn to endlefs woes another's peace ? 
CLEANTAES, 
O'fpare mes nor my haplefs love upbraid, 
While on my heart Death’s-frozen hand is laid! 
Go, feek her, guide her where Cleanthes bled; 
When fhe furveys her lover pale and dead, 
Tell her, that fince fhe fled my hateful fight, _ 
Without ‘remorfe I fought the realms of night. - 
Methinks I fee her view thefe poor remains, - 
And on her cheek indecent gladnefs reigns! _ 
Full in -her prefence cold Cleanthes lies, 
And not ‘one tear ftands trembling in her eyes! - 
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O let a figh my haplefs fate deplore! 

Cleanthes now controuls thy love no more. 

DIONE. | 

How fhall my lids confine thefe rifing woes? [Afide. 
| CLEANTHES. 

~ O might I fee her, e’er Death’s finger clofe _ 

Thefe eyes for ever! might her foften’d breaft 

Forgive my love with.too much ardor preft! 

Then I with peace could. yield my lateft breath. 

DIONE. 

Shall I not calm the fable hour of death, 

And {how my felf before.him!.—- Hah! he dies. 

See, from his trembling lip the {pirit flies! [ Afide. 

Stay yet awhile. _ Dione ftands confeft. 
He.knows me not. He faints, he finks to reft. 

)  CLEANTHES. 

Tell her, fince all my hopes in her were loft,. 

That death was welcome----- (Dies. 
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DIONE. ‘ 
What fudden gufts of grief my bofom rend! 
A parent’s curfes o’er my head impend 
For difobedient vows; O wretched maid, 
Thofe very vows Evander has betray’d. 
See, at thy feet C/eanthes bath’d in blood! 
For love of thee he trod this lonely wood;- 
Thou art the cruel authrefs of his fate foo 
He falls by thine, thou, by Eusnder’s hate. 
When fhall my foul know reft? Cleanthes Qlain - 
No longer fighs and weeps for thy dif{dain, 
Thou ftill art curft with love. Bleed, virgin, bleed. 
' How fhall a wretch from anxious life be freed! 
My troubled brain with fudden frenzy burns, 
And thatter'd thought now this now that way turns. 
W hat do. I fee thus glitt’ring on the plains} 
Haht the dread {word yet warm with crimfon ftains! 


[Takes up the dagger. 
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SCENE IL 


DIONE. PARTHENIA, 


PARTHENIA. 
Sweet is the walk when night has cool'd the hour. 


This a directs me to my fylvan bower. , [Afide. 


DIONE. 


_ Why is my foul with fudden fear difmay'd: 


Why drops my trembling hand the pointed blade ? 

O ftring my arm with force! {Afide. 
PARTHENIA | 

Methought a noife 

Broke through the filent air, like human voice, 


(Afte 


| DION EB. 
One wellaim’d blow {hall all my pangs remove, 
Grafp firm the fatal fteel, and ceafe to love.  [Afide. 
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PARTHENIA 
Sure twas Alexis. Hah! a {word difplay’d! 
The ftreaming luftre darts a-crofs the fhade. [4fide. 
DIONE. 

May Heav’n new vigour to my foul impart, 
And guide the defp’rate weapon to my heart! § (Afide. 
~~ PARTHENTIA. 

May I the meditated death arreft! [Holds Dione's hand. 

Strike not, rafh fhepherd; fpare thy guiltlefs breaft. 

- Ogive me ftrength to ftay the ‘threaten’d harm, 
And wrench the dagger from his lifted arm! 

_ DIOWNE. 
What cruel hand with-holds the welcome blow? 
In giving life, you but prolong my woe. | 
O may not thus th’expected ftroke impend! 
Unloofe thy grafp, and let fwift death defcend: 
But if yon’ murder thy red hands has dy'd; 
Here. Pierce me deep; Ict forth the vital tide. 


EDione gusts the dagger. 
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PARTHENIA 
Wait not thy fate; but: this way turn thy eyes : 
My virgin- hand no purple murder dyes. 
Turn then, Alexis ; and Parthenia know, 
‘Tis fhe proteéts thee from the fatal blow. 

DIONE. 

Muft the night-watches by my fighs be told? 


_And muft thefe eyes another morn behold 


Through dazling floods of tears? ungen’rous maid, 
The friendly ftroke is by thy hand delay’d; 


— Call it not mercy to prolong my breath ; 


‘Tis but to torture me with lingring death. 
PARTHENTIA. 

What moves thy hand to aé& this bloody part? 
Whence are thefe gnawing pangs that tear thy heart? 
Is that thy friend who lies before thee fain? | 
Is it his wound that reeks upon the cai ? 
Is’t Lycidas? 

DIONE. 
—————— No. I the ftranger found, 
E’er chilly death his frozen tongue had bound. 


He faid; as at the rofy dawn of day, 

He from the city took his vagrant way, 

A murd’ring band pour'd on him from the wood, 

' Firft feiz’d his gold, then bath’d their {words in blood. 
PARTHENIA 

You, whofe ambition labours to be great, 

_ Think on the perils which on riches wait. 

Safe are the fhepherd’s paths; when fober Even 

Streaks with pale light the bending arch of heaven, 

From danger free, through defarts wild he hies, 

The rifing {moak far o’er the mountain {pies, 

Which marks his diftant cottage ; on he fares, 

For him no murd’rers lay their-nightly {nares; 

‘They pafs him by, they turn their fteps away: 

Safe Poverty was ne’er the villain’s prey. 

At home he lies fecure in eafy fleep, 

No bars his ivie-mantled cottage keep ; 

No thieves in dreams the fancy'd dagger hold, 

And drag him to detect the ‘buried gold; 


Nor 


q a a 


The Gods by me thy threaten’d fate prevent. 
i DIONE. 
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Nor ftarts he from his couch aghaft and pale, 
When the door murmurs with the hollow gale. 
While he, whofe iron coffers ruft with wealth, 


‘Harbours beneath his roof Deceit and Stealth; 7 


Treach'ry with lurking pace frequents his walks, 


— And clofe behind him horrid Murder ftalks. 


Tis tempting lucre makes the villain bold. 
There lies a bleeding facrifice to gold. 
a + DIONE. 

To live, is but to wake to daily cares, 


And journey through a tedious vale of tears, 


Had you not ruffrd between, my life had flown; 

And I, like him, no more had forrow known. 
PARTHENIA 

When anguifh in the: gloomy bofom dwells, , 

The counfel of a friend the cloud difpells .- —. 

Give thy breaft vent, the fecret grief impart, 


— And fay what woe lies heavy at thy heart. — 


To fave thy life kind Heav'n has fuccour fent, 


536 DION E. 
DIONE. 

No. To prevent it, is beyond thy power; 
Thou only canft defer the welcome hour. — 
When you the lifted dagger turn’d afide, 
Only one road to death thy force deny’d; 
Still fate is in my reach. From mountains high, 
Deep in whofe fhadow craggy ruines lie, 
Can I not headlong fling this weight of woe, 
And dafh out life againft the flints below: 
Are there not ftreams, and lakes, and rivers wide, 
- Where my lfaft breath may bubble on the tide? 
No. Life fhall never flatter me again, | - 
Nor fhall to-morrow bring new fighs and pain. 

PARTHE NIA 
Can I this burthen of thy foul a 
And calm thy grief? | 
| DIONE. | 
ee = If thou wilt comfort gives 
Plight me thy. word, and to that word be jutt ; 
When poor Alexis {hall be laid in duft, 
. oe That 
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That pride no longer fhall command thy mind, 
That thou wilt {pare the friend I leave behind. 
I know his virtue worthy of thy breaft. 
Long in thy love may Lycidas be bleft! 
PARTHENIA. 
- Fhat {wain (who would my liberty controul, 
To pleafe fome fhort-liv’d trarifport of his foul) 
Shows, while his importuning flame he moves, 
That ’tis not me, himfelf alone he loves. — 
O live, nor leave him by misfortune pret ; 
Tis fhameful to defert a friend diftreft. 
DIONE. 
Alas! a wretch like me no lofs would prove, 
Would kind Parthenia liften to his love. 
PARTHENIA 
Why hides thy bofom this myfterious grief? _ 
Eafe i O yerburthen’ d heart and hope relief. 
DIONE. - 
What sails it to touch thy tender breaft, . 
With wrongs, like mine, which ne'er can be redreft? ; 
| LZZ | | Let 
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Let in my heart the fatal fecret dye, 
Nor call up forrow in another's eye! 


SCEN E II 
DIONE. PARTHENIA LICE 
DAS. 

LYcIDAs. 

If Laura right direct the darkfome ways, 

Along thefe paths the penfive fhepherd ftrays. [Afide. 

DIONE. 

Let not a tear for me roll down thy cheek. 

O would my throbbing fighs my heart-ftrings break! 

Why was my breaft the lifted ftroke.deny’d? . 

Muft then again the deathful deed be try'd? 

Yes. Tis refolv’d. [Suatches the dagger from ee 
| PARTHENSIA 

———.—__—__ ———. Ah, hold; forbear, forbear! 

‘eres DAS. ae 
Methought Diftrefs with fhrieks alarm’d my bad | 
| . ART EH E- 
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: PARTHENIA. 
- Strike not. Ye Gods, defend him from the wound! 
LYCIDAS. 
Yes, ‘tis Parthenia’s voice, 1 know the found. 
Some fylvan ravifher would force the maid, 
And Laura {ent me to her virtue’s aid. 
Die, villain, die; and feek the fhades below.. 
[Lycidas fnatches the dag ger from Dione, 
and ftabs her. 
DIOWNE. 
Whoeer _ att, I blefs thee for the blow. 
| | ELEYFcCIDASs. ts 
Since Heav'n ordain’d this arm thy life fhould guard, 
O hear my vows! be love the juft reward. 
PARTHENIA. 
‘Rather let vengeance, with her fwifteft {peed — 
Overtake thy flight, and recompenfe the deed! 
Why ftays the thunder in the upper skie? 
Gather, ye clouds ; ye forky lightnings, fly : 
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On thee may all the wrath of heav’n defcend, 
W hofe barb’rous hand has flain a faithful friend. | 
Behold Alexis! 
LYcIDAs. 
— Would that treach’rous boy 
Have forc’d thy virtue to his brutal joy? 
W hat rous’'d his paffion to this bold advance? 
Did e’er thy eyes confefs one willing glance? 
I know, the faithlefs youth his truft betray'd; 
And well the dagger -has:my wrongs repay’d. 
DIONE. [raifing ber elf on ber arm. 
Breaks not Evander's voice along the glade? 
Hah! is it. he who holds the reeking blade! 
There needed not.or poyfon, fword, or. dart ; 
Thy faithlefs vows, alas! had broke my heart. LAfide. 
PARTHENIA — | 
O tremble, fhepherd, for thy rath offence, 
The {word is dy’d with murder’d innocence! - 
His gentle foul no brutal paffion feiz’d, 
Nor at my bofom was the dagger rais’d; | 
a Self- 
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Self-murder was his aim; the youth I found 
Whelm’d in defpair, and ftay’d the falling wound, 
DIONF, — 
Into what mifchiefs is the lover led, 
Who calls down vengeance on his perjur'd: head! 
O may he ne'er bewail this defperate -deed, 
And may, unknown, unwept, Dione bleed! — [Afide, 
LYCIDAS. : 
What horrors on the guilty mind attend! 
His confcience had reveng’d an injur'd friend, 
‘Hadft thou not held the ftroke.. In death he fought: — 
To lofe the heart-confuming pain of thought. - | 
_ Did not the {mooth-tongu'd boy perfidious prove, 
Plead his- own paffion, and betray-my love? 
DIO WN.-E. 
O let him ne’er this bleeding vidim know; — 
Left his rafh tranfport, to revenge the blow, 
Should in his dearer heart. the-dagger ftain! - 
That wound would pietce my foul with double pain. 
| (Afide. 
PARTEHE. 


542 : DION E. 
PARTHENIA 

How did his faithful lips (now pale and cold) 
With moving eloquence thy griefs unfold! 

LYCIDAS. 
Was he thus faithful? thus, to friendfhip true? 
Then I’m a wretch. All peace of mind, sdieu! 
If ebbing life yet beat within thy vein, — 
Alexis, {peaks unclofe thofe lids again. 
(Flings limfelf on the ground near Dione. 
See at thy feet the barb’rous villain kneel! 
‘Tis. Lycidas who grafps the bloody fteel, 
Thy once lov'd. friend.-—-Yet e’er I ceafe to live, | 
Canft thou a wretched penitent forgive? 
DIONE. | 

When low beneath the fable mould I reft, 
May a fincerer friendfhip fhare thy breaft!. - 
Why are thofe heaving groans? (ah! ceafe to weep!) 
May my loft name in dark oblivion fleep; 
Let this fad tale no {peaking ftone declare, 


From future eyes to draw a pitying tear: 
Let 
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‘Let o'er my grave the lev’ling plough-fhare pafs, 
. Mark not the fpot forget that e’er I was. 
Then may’ft thou with Parthenia’s love be bleft, 
And not one thought on me thy joys moleft! 
My {wimming eyes are over-power'd with light, 
And darkning fhadows fleet before my fight, - 
a thou be happy! ah! my foul is free. dies. 
LYreoIDAas. 
O cruel fhepherdefs, for love of thee [7o Parthenia. 
This fatal ween’ was done. _ | 


S CEN E the loft. 
LYCIDAS. PARTHENIA 
| LAURA 
LAURA 
ante nee Alexis flain! 
LrerbDaAas. 
Yes, ‘Twas I did it. See this crimfon fain! 
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My hands with blood of innocence ate dy'd. 
O may the Moon her filver beauty hide | 
In rolling clouds! my foul abhors the light; — 
Shade, fhade the murd’rer in eternal night! | 
LAURA 

No rival sl hephetd i is before thee laid s 
There bled the chafteft, the fincereft maid — 
That ever figh’d for love. On her pale face, 
Cannot thy weeping eyes the feature trace 
Of thy once deat Dione? with wan care 
Sunk. are thofe eyes, and livid with defpair! 
Lr ¢ 1 o A : 
Dione! ee | 

LAURA: | 
——++— Thete pure Conftancy lies dead!” 

LYCIDAS. | 

May Heav’n fhower vengeance on this perjur'd head! 
As the dry branch that withers on the ground, - 
So, blafted be the hand that. gave the wound! 
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Of; hold me not. This heart deferves the ftroke; 
‘Tis black with treach’ry. Yes: the vows are broke 


[abs bimfelf.. 
Which I fo often {fwore. Vain world, adieu! 


Though I was falfe in life, in death ’'mtrue. [Diex: 


LAUR A, 


To morrow fhall the faneral rites be paid, 


And thefe Love victims in one grave be laid: 
PARTHENIA. 
Fhere fhalf the yew her fable branches {pread,, 
And mournful cyprels reat her fringed. head.. 
£ AU R A 

From thence: fhall thyme and myrtle {end perfume;, 
And laurel ever-green o’erfhade the tomb.. 

|  PARTHENIA. 
Come, Laura; let us leave this horrid wood, 
Where fteams the purple grafs with lovers blood’. 
Come to my bower. And.as we forrowing. go,, 
Let poor Dione's ftory feed my woe 
With heart-relieving tears.--— ; 
Aaaa  EAURA 
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LAURA . [Porting to Dione. 
—— ~———— Unhappy maid, 


-Hadft thou a Parent's juft command obey’'d, 

Thou yet hadf liv’d.--- But who fhall Love advife 

Love {corns command, and breaks all other tyes. 

Henceforth, ye {wains, be true to vows profett ; | 
| 


For certain vengeance ftrikes the perjur'd breatt.. 
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